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from the editor 


“now there was a great wind...” 


The Youth Program of the Lutheran World Federation is intended to 
serve youth and youth work in the LWF member churches—to find ways 
of strengthening and renewing church youth work through building con- 
tacts and networks in and between the regions. 


We see ourselves as advocates for integration of young people on our 
own terms in the life of the churches, including the decision-making 
structures at all levels. Twenty percent under the age of thirty is the 
“golden rule” in the LWF, Is it like this in your church? Probably not— 
most churches have a very long way to go to acknowledge the blessings 
of an inclusive ministry. 


The Youth Program also has a consultative function. This means that 
when called upon by a church or a youth group, we can, e.g., enter a 
consultative process for building up a national youth structure, give ad- 
vice on questions related to youth representation, or find a resource per- 
son who can help get a process started. 


In most of these instances we do not create “great winds”—-a lot of our 
activities are on a day-to-day basis, working along long-term lines to 
achieve our goals. We probably create more “silent revolutions” in the 
lives of individuals and groups when we bring people together to work 
on specific questions in the regions. In the provisional “we” new under- 
standings, new visions, horizons and directions appear as a result of a 
collective process and will. Christ becomes visible to us in ways we never 
dared dream about—and challenges our self-understanding as Christ 
followers in this world. 


This issue of the LWF Youth Magazine brings to you an expression of 
what can happen with experimental Bible study— when the wind blows, 
or maybe rather the Holy Spirit? The text is a recollection of what hap- 
pened during the Central and East-European Youth Conference in 
Budapest, Hungary last July. In Budapest the participants were involved 
in a process where the biblical texts were challenged by our lives, thoughts, 
struggles and experiences. What we set out to do now in the Youth Maga- 
zine is to challenge the text with brief articles from different parts of the 
world on burning issues affecting young people’s lives—unemployment, 
violence and HIV/AIDS. There is a connection between how we read the 
Bible and how we read our lives. Between how we interpret what is 
happening in our societies and how we see ourselves as Christ followers, 
struggling to be the salt of the earth. And liberated by a grace beyond 
dogmas. 


“Now there was a great wind” is also the message of Pentecost, the pe- 


riod for pondering on the eternal Good News constantly being revealed 
to us in sometimes mysterious ways. 


Siv S. Limstrand 


Editorial Staff: Birgitta Voltenauer 
Layout: Girts Piile 


Net, ort | in Youth Magazine 35) the biblical experiments 
led by Joao Biehl and Ivan Ferrero from Brazil took us into 
landscapes where we had never been before. It was good, 
-itwas bad, it was difficult, challenging, incomprehensible, 
sometimes beautiful, sometimes ugly. We were beautiful 
and we were ugly but we were it together, in our provi- 
sional “we,” when we created a collective LLwe” out of our 
differences. It is hard to imagine what it was like, but that is 
not the point in bringing this text to you. The point is to make 
it available so that you can be inspired by it, see new im- 
ages, dream new dreams. You do not have to like it or 
agree with it. You will probably be frustrated and feel it 
- doesn't make sense at times. But we encourage you to try it, 
to let yourself go with the language and images and see 
what it does to your imagination. This is a way of working 
with the Bible creatively with a multitude of forms. In 
Budapest it was both “performatic” and participatory. In 


lo dinóther context, it would be shaped quite differently. When 


working like this, the important thing is to be true to yourself 
and open to the biblical text what does it want to say to 
= YOM: and notnecessarily what you have been told it says. 





ERE ter evr ge eee Fe FR SE 


252 E FS ek Ge FR GS F 


‘now there was a great wind’ 


the budapest biblical experiments 
joao guilherme biehl 


|. “windows on the limits of 
representation” 


I am looking for words to write, among other things, 
about the lack of order, exclusion, indifference, the deca- 
dence of the future. In making this presentation I pre- 
tend that time stands still. I am confused. In Portuguese 
it is clearer to me: “con-fuso”, i.e., with a time differ- 
ence. I am writing fragments of our biblical work in 
Budapest. Afterwards. The Budapest events are memo- 
ries. There is no “us” here. Lonesome, I am “aimed at a 
unique experience with the past”.' Where is all that we 
did, the suffering body, its art, all that trash? How are 
you now? 


It was in the past that we were together inventing some- 
thing new — or not. We (whatever else that self-exiled 
“we” implied) passed the time, had fun, got mad, dressed 
our bodies up, got wet. We learnt a few things, confirmed 
others, activated secret police ghosts, inquisitorial fan- 
tasies, disguised, desired somebody else, remained the 
same, pretended some difference. 


We made a body out of newspapers, stones, stakes, bal- 
loons, nails, red ink, etc. Those were some of the ele- 
ments: questions of the people we re/presented, outrage 
towards leaderships concerned with future invasions, the 
curse and blessing of wandering without a fatherland, 
“God why have you forsaken me?” The blood of other- 
ness slaughtered by authoritarian selves, secrets, back 
to the public. And so on. Bodies in pain-making water 
flow out of rocks: “Who could have imagined his fu- 
ture?” (Isaiah 53:8) We were searching and waiting. 


In order to go on remembering I read somebody else’s 
postcard. Postcards are for tourists, they are reminders 
of what is gone, an ideal reality, unified as 
Czechoslovakia. On the back of such a former 





Jodo 


had different dreams and ideas. But we were together 
and had the same aim. We wanted to find the truth in 
everything. Something had changed inside of me. Maybe 
there I learnt to be more responsible, to think more cre- 
atively. It was like vitamins for me....” 


Meanwhile, I entered the graves of the Budapest evalu- 
ations as well. Orban Atilla "truthfully" judged: “That 
was not Bible work.” 


Enough. I opened the window of the studio where I am 
staying here in Geneva to write this down, 11 December 
1993, 2 a.m. “...windows on the limits of representa- 
tion.”? Then I rather talk about the weather. It is raining 
in the gaps of my thoughts. As Rumanian poet Marin 
Sorescu writes: “Anyone can say something 
about the weather.... And so we're able to hold a 


national lie I (a foreigner disguising the tour- who could conversation. We’ll contradict each other and 
ist) read what Vaida Dilkaite wrote in her have speak very loudly, so that the crickets inside us 
Budapest diary, the re/verse of apostcard:“Ev- imagined his run away hurriedly. The main thing is silence 
erything is new for me. I had never been in future?” shouldn’t come between us. The main thing is 
such studies before. And it is difficult to ex- (isaiah 53:8) o appear happy.” 


press my feelings now, I was surprised, con- 
fused and happy at the same time. We worked, 
created, thought all together and it was not easy. There 
were many difficult moments, even painful for me. But 
after this the sense of relief followed. We all were very 
different in our lecture hall: spoke different languages, 
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Thus I proceed “joining scattered elements — 
words, images, objects...into new forms and new read- 
ings. It is how one proceeds in the land of uncer- 
tainty, in the vision of mortality...when memory has 
lost its transparency and only traces are left.”* I write 
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so that literature might be solitary to me. How are Whatever happened in our biblical experiments it hap- 
you? pened because we wanted it so. Our choice and respon- 

sibility, our creativity and/or perverse voyeur- 
I write for you, yes. Now that I do not see whatever ism. Just as now: leave or live (read) this text. 


you. I write with my eyes, with the opaque h Roberto Machado says that, “By wanting that 
i appened BEE ee 
light of memory, distant, estranged, strang- which is, by making itself independent from 
ers. I write this text for you who played that In our morality and its opposition of values, the will 
life as art is possible — even if only dis- biblical makes light the weight of things.” 
placed, allegorical, as performance, in a for- expenments 
eign land or tongue. Religious travelers. 1 it In (dis)order to write I seek support in other 
write this text for you who used that space of ha texts, as a third person of the singular, 
E . ppened i 
invention to consolidate orthodoxies and to doubles of the 1, my eyes not seeing you: 
reaffirm fears, boredoms and seriousnesses because “Today it seems to him that he writes more 
that I do not understand but somehow respect. We openly, more unprotectedly; nothing sus- 
Doctrines. I write it for you who cowardly wanted it tains him, unless there are still patches of 
stayed back, mute, fixed as those awful chairs SO. bypassed languages.... He says this without 
in that auditorium, to later complain to the the infatuation which may accompany all 
authorities that you in fact incorporated declarations of independence, and without 
God’s teachings. I write to make some things clearer the pose of melancholy adopted to avow a solitude; 
to me. The attempt is to find what is “simple, schol- but rather to account to himself for the feeling of 
arly, sober, intelligently lost”* in all these subjects insecurity which possesses him today and, still more 
and in what they possibly objected to. Then again perhaps, the vague torment of a recession toward the 
the obscurity of it all. minor thing, the old thing he is when “left to him- 
self...." Indeed you retrogress. But in saying as much, 
Those performances were real as everything else: get- I escape,etc.”* 
ting visas, leaving home, sharing rooms, strange 
thoughts, feasts, commitments of faith, said and unsaid I am back. The window is closed. Reflections. Passing 
cynicisms, clergies and speeches, prayers and solitude, time in the prison of this narrative. I will surface some 


exegetical notes on the biblical texts we dealt with, criti- 
cal thoughts, leftovers of poetry, narratives of engage- 
ments towards the end of war and hunger, descriptions 
of creative work unleashed by Ivan Ferraro. Making 
explicit some of my thoughts around the texts we stud- 
ied together. All this is partial, insufficient, hopefully 
good enough for your senses and for my temporary ex- 
istence in the memory of a text, of a communion I 
wor(d)ship with you. As an old lady told me while she 
was waiting for a bus in Budapest — and hiding her 
face from my camera: “Life is better now. At least we 
can talk.” 


ll. “different subjects...support one 
another” 


These biblical studies started to be crafted in the Prainha, 
a beach in the northeastern Brazilian state of Ceara, 
where Ivan’s family lives, end of June 1993. Since the 
beginning the artist made clear, a bit reserved, that he 
knew very little about the exegetical “truths” of the "holy" 
Bible. Holiness is boring I remarked, it is entangled with 
allegiance to metaphysical realities and hierarchical 
powers which devalue life or desire it as such, static. 
Things that I, as well, am quite suspicious and wary of. 
Anyway, the point is that Ivan’s secular uprising and 
artistic thinking helped to create a conversation aiming 
beyond its own predictability. He helped to bring into 
discussion those questions we once used to ask, out of 
curiosity: How so? Why? Rather than amen. 





U 2, etc. No, I neither regret nor apologize for anything 
I did or did not do. As Michel Foucault once replied: 
“Do not ask who I am and do not ask me to remain the 
same: leave it to our bureaucrats and our police to see 
that our papers are in order. At least spare us their mo- 
rality when we write.” 


Ree Fee SH ee RSH EE REE EO RO 


It was important not to take for granted a priori mean- 
ings, dogmas or reified interpretations if we were to be 
fair to the surfaces of the text in question (its depth lies 
there), to our intellectual integrity (7), to the commit- 
ment to truth-speaking to the youth we would meet later 
in Budapest, to the religious words we were dismember- 
ing and reconfiguring, to our own lies. 


Thus, rather than sticking to the sug- how to 

gested interpretative guidelines of the decrease 

texts issued by the organizing com- 
domination 


mittee, we first read the biblical texts 
aloud and tried to rephrase what they 
were suggesting. We raised questions, 
suspicions, Detective stories. Who is 
speaking with which determinations 
and which implications? What are the truth, political, 
religious/poetic effects of each text? Which institutions 
get consolidated? Which subject positions are played out 
and with which implications? How does the supporting 
cast speak — poetically? Then we looked at some bibli- 
cal commentaries, trying to update ourselves on the his- 
torical realities at play while the texts were written, and 
what their power implications and religious outcomes 
were. 


Throughout this first approach to the texts we also kept 
in sight the question of why each of the texts had been 
chosen to be studied. What were and would be the agen- 
das in Budapest? Which connections or ruptures between 
the biblical texts and the construction of the future, its 
decadence, in those European contexts could we per- 
ceive, make explicit, problematize? In activist jargon: 
How to decrease domination and increase participation? 
How to enable personal and collective “healing,” sub/ 
versions? 


We were definitively not in the business of maintain- 
ing “officialities” and paralyzing samenesses, of elud- 
ing differences and of creating illusory harmonies. 
We come from another land, where Brazilians are 
foreigners themselves, islands in the midst of the 
Amazon and of São Paulo, relocating, destroying and 
remaking themselves to go on living amidst misery.? 


We agreed that our analytical and educational tools 
would be noisy. The tools would provisionally point to 
some elements of reality as we and the youth were expe- 
riencing it as well as to some possible reinventions. The 
tools would be noisy in order not to be confused with 
something like the reality. Daily reality is itself mutat- 
ing inconstantly in each specific context and body. This 
text is at the most a skeleton. 


Our work was enlightened by Judith Butler’s remark 
that: “Performance may take over and redefine public space, 
may blur the boundaries of the aesthetic and the political, 
may provide a way of seeing and interpreting, from the 
Margins, scenes not intended for spectators at all.”* 
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and increase 
participation? 


sometimes we 


confront the 
biblical text with 
texts by marginal 
characters in latin 
american history. 


Sc SS SPR Se FER GEA ESET RES RRS See Se ze 


We have chosen to work with the principle of montage, 
i.e., juxtaposition of dissimilarities. Sometimes we planned 
to confront the biblical text with texts by marginal charac- 
ters in Latin American history. The mixture of exegesis, 
songs, poems, critical remarks, remarks, testimonies, etc., 
leaves open to the group the task of how to weave the bib- 
lical experiment together. It also allows space for personal 
evocations and recollections. Not to mention the con- 
cretizing of my own perspective. Easy consensus 
raises my terror of fascism. Dependence on the right 
interpretation creates dictators, gives shape to ghosts 
who rather have us infanticized, not thinking and 
walking on our own. As Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz 
reasoned in the midst of baroque Mexico: “I should 
like to convince everyone by my own experience not 
only that different subjects do not interfere with one 
another, but that they actually support one another, since 
certain shed light on others, opening a way into them by 
means of variations and occult connections....”*' 


In short, some methodological grips that Ivan and I learnt 
by working together and that might be useful for some 
further textual experimentations: discussion of texts in 
small groups; to listen to, and to dialogue with, people 
from different traditions; not looking a priori for hid- 
den meanings; description of surfaces; attention to de- 
tails and not only to the moral of the story and the punch 
lines; asking not the right but some possible and impos- 
sible questions; looking for clues that might point to 
what is absent in the text; letting present concerns with 
suffering, healing and justice ask questions to the text 
and present struggles be enlightened by it; disregard of 
borderlines, letting free association flow; looking for rep- 
resentations in the text that might develop into some 
creative educational practice; striving for a poetic lan- 
guage that takes seriously the lit- 
erary Character of the biblical ac- 
counts and of the everyday. To be 
self-reflexive: How did I come to 
think as I do today? How does this 
thinking reflect my individual 
and communitarian existence? 
How can I and my community 
think and act differently? 


planned to 


What follows is not intended to 
be an objective report, or a possible mirror. Much of 
what happened there in Budapest was not written down 
before. It was lived. It is lost, our memories. 


Sor Juana’s wisdom again: “Thus, of those things that 
cannot be spoken, it must at least be said that they can- 
not be, to make clear that keeping silent does not mean 
having nothing to say, but rather that words cannot en- 
compass all there is to say.”!* 


Meanwhile, under a palm tree Chupeta ("baby pacifier"), 
the housekeeper, followed our incursions in the assigned 
texts. The futility of it all, perhaps. Quite often the angel 


interrupted us and gave us coconuts — fruits he had picked. 
We drank the water rooted on earth, hanging against the 
sky. One of his fingers was missing. “I quarreled with the 
landlord. In order not to throw my revenge upon him | 
went home, picked a knife, cut my finger and gave it to 
him. I solve my problems with myself.” 


ll. first day: 


The lack of order — after servitude (Numbers 14:1-14) 


While people come 
into the room Ivan is 
playing the drums. 
One of our most an- 
cient biblical tradi- 
tions recounts thal 
the people who 
fought for their free- 
dom from slavery 
were now in the 
desert. Then a wo- 
man prophet, Mi- 
riam, “took a tam- 
bourine in her hand, 
and all the women 
went out after her 
with tambourines 
and with dancing. 
And Miriam sang to 
them: “Sing to the 
Lord, for he has tri- 
umphed gloriously; 
horse and rider he has 
thrown into the sea.” 
(Exod. 15:20, 21) 





A paraphrase of the 
voice of another 
woman, Clarice 
Lispector, who was 
born in Ukraine and 
ended up living in 
Brazil.... It 1s error 
that which makes us 
humans, wanderers astray: I do not have a pre-made 
screenplay. I am fragmentary opinions. I am little by 
little. My history is to live. I have always lived with my 
individual danger. I use myself as an object of knowl- 
edge. My life starts at the middle just as I always start 
from in between. Afterwards the beginning will appear 
— or not.'* 


Welcome to this place. A temporary stop. I don’t know 
you. We don’t know each other. Let us see. Here we have 
texts in common, and the desire to flesh them out. “In 
the beginning was the Word and the Word was with God, 
and the Word was God.... And the Word became flesh 


AD og n EEE BE 
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and lived among us, and we have seen his glory....” (John 
1:1, 14) We represent words of bodies, ours and of the 
ones back home. 


We brought newspapers with us, to remind us, if impre- 
cisely, of that which is actual to us in our specific every- 
day existences. As a first step in our biblical journey let 
us coat the surrounding walls and curtains of this room 
with the representations we carried with us. Vignettes: 
representations are biographical and social facts.* What 
else? 








While the youth 
recoat the space 
the sound track 
plays: “Where do 
all these lonely 
people come 
from?” (Caetano 
Veloso) 


$ $$ 


I read to you now 
some testimonies 
of young people 
sitting among us. 
They wrote this in 
the light of a 
former youth 
meeting in Riga, 
Latvia, November 
of 1992, — a 
meeting to which 
we are somehow 
linked as well: 
Grzegorz Giemza 
from Poland: 
“There is a sudden 
change. A change 
of political sys- 
tems, of power 
and of ideologies. 
But, what about 
the change in the 
situation for 
young evangelical youth? Earlier, our economical posi- 
tion was difficult, now it’s complicated.... 


Earlier, we had freedom, but only on paper. Now free- 
dom exists, but there are people who again want to re- 
strict this freedom... 


Now you could ask: "Is our present situation good or 
bad?" My reply is: “During their wanderings through 
the desert, the people of Israel wanted to retum to Egypt 
because there their cooking pots were full of meat; yet 
no matter how the situation in the desert was, it was bet- 
ter than in Egypt. The same applies to the young gen- 
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eration in Poland. Of course, nobody 
says that it is now worse than dur- 


l MAS need ing the time of the Communists. 
justice and Only, it is different, and life is diffi- 
truth more cult in all situations.”'* Johan 
than ever..." Ernstson from Sweden: “During the 


last forty years, in many cases longer, 

there has been a state of false calm- 
ness.... The unity, the calm, is brutally 
disappearing....There is political turbulence in all.... 
Many, many times this is due to ethnical differences....We 
have been living in a historical parenthesis....When it 
comes to young people’s possibilities for education and 
work, once again the problem occurs, Europe is not very 
consistent. There is a western and an eastern Europe 
still...the lack of work....We don’t want to be only the 
future, we want to be the church of today. In this I see 
hope...for the society in which the church is put to be 
salt.”'® 


Mathias Paul from Germany: “How should we, the 
church, act? Of course, I don’t have a recipe either. Nev- 
ertheless, one thing seems to be clear: one must not from 
the outset cast suspicion at the human search for com- 
ing of age, autonomy and happiness: God wants us (with 
all earthly limitations) to be free and happy people, not 
just cogs in an authoritarian wheel. Not even in an au- 
thoritarian church.”'” 


Agnes Pangyanszky from Hungary: “We need justice and 
truth more than ever.... Young people are spiritual home- 
less.... In the late eighties it was very fashionable to talk 
about politics, now it is not exactly the same.... In this 
disillusionment, where can we, young people, see the 
signs of hope?” 


Wolfgang Rehner, from Rumania: Then there is the story 
about youth who interrupt their education or who, after 
having finished their studies, simply stay at home, take on 
temporary work, who are dissatisfied, loiter, do noth- 
ing.... According to clichés. They do not correspond 


Foucault talks about modern disciplines which produce 
subjected and docile bodies: “Discipline increases the 
forces of the body (in economic terms of utility) and 
diminishes these same forces (in political terms of obe- 
dience). In short, it dissociates power from the body; on 
the one hand, it turns it into an "aptitude," a "capacity," 
which it seeks to increase; on the other hand, it reverses 
the course of the energy, the power that might result 
from it, and turns it into a relation of strict subjection.”? 
Paul Rabinow spells out this Foucaultian concern: “Sub- 
jection focuses on that aspect of a field of power farthest 
removed from the direct application of force. That di- 
mension of power relations is where the identity of indi- 
viduals and groups is at stake, and where order in its 
broader meaning is taking form.””' 


One of our possible challenges during these reflections 
is to find in our own traditions elements which forerun 
and legitimate these disciplines as well as also to per- 
ceive impressions of possible subversions there and now. 
Anyway, after the collapse of the Davidic dynasty, Israel’s 
priestly hierarchy was establishing itself as the central 
power. In the Book of Numbers various dimensions of 
authority are analyzed and a more sophisticated struc- 
ture of priestly authority is called for in order to secure 
the community’s supposed need for stability. The Book 
of Numbers deals in a sense with a liberated community 
with access to a land. How can such a community se- 
cure its political and economic stability and maintain 
its religious freedom? 


The answers obviously vary dramatically according to 
who formulates them and out of which locations and 
practices. In the case of Numbers 14 we have the priestly 
aristocracy recalling the founding narrative of Israel —- 
(oversimplifying: the free assembly of different people 
and tribes looking for a motherland amidst the experi- 
ence of homelessness in the desert, occupying somebody 
else’s land, slaughtering its bodies and religious repre- 

sentations, establishing itself as a theist 

nation). The priests rewrite God’s curse 


to reality in general, but do contain a spark of truth. who upon the rebels to ensure their agenda 
Why did the preparatory material for this consulta- represents which does not seem to be in consonance 
tion not ask also about the Rumanians? Maybe for wha? how? with the demands of the people they claim 


them there is no such clear cliché. But they are very, 
very helpless and without perspectives....”” 


SS 


Numbers was put together by a priestly aristocracy 
around the sixth century B.C. Numbers is a book of cen- 
sus, of demography, of mapping, of putting people and 
their daily demands under statistical control. It is a call 
to obedience to religious laws, to its promulgators. Bod- 
ies to be scrutinized, resettled, administered from a cen- 
tral religious bureaucracy. The modern constitution of 
"docile bodies" has indeed strong roots in our Jewish/ 
Christian religious/military tradition (throughout the 
Bible studies we will pursue this subject). 
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to represent. We will see this unfolding in 
the text itself. 


These priestly forces have access to writing — a basic 
tool for the maintenance of the few’s dominance over 
the many.? Who represents who? How? In the Book of 
Numbers the priests write their authoritarian present: 
that faithful people should reject othernesses (in this case 
the ideal enemy of the past, the Canaanites), should un- 
conditionally obey the divine laws, should shape their 
identity according to laws of purity, should be tied to a 
single-minded loyalty to Yahweh’s representatives. 


Priestly apparatuses aim to homogenize the hybrid char- 
acter of everyday existence. They are interested in cre- 
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ating a national identity which in its best outcome might 
enable the community to function justly and cohesively. 
The gap is tremendous. We all know nowadays some of 
its worst outcomes: bloodshed, ethnic wars, normaliza- 
tion, depolitizations, you name it.... 


That is not all. Reality extrapolates texts, it 1s all/ways 
more dynamic than them, then and now. People kept 
resisting or merely existing in ways that their leaders 
could have hardly imagined or planned. Thus, our inter- 
pretive move is at least twofold: we want to make ex- 
plicit the agendas of hegemonic knowledges as well as 
to look for gaps that point to the subaltern and humili- 
ated realities, practically erased from official narratives 
and policies. 


Our hermeneutical move takes seriously Jacques Lacan’s 
insight that: “The conscious discourse is a little like these 
manuscripts upon which a first text was erascd so that it 
could be covercd by another one. Notwithstanding, in 
these manuscripts the first text is always perceptible in 
the flaws, in the spaces, of the second.”” 


In the gaps of priestly narratives we can acknowledge 
strategies, differences, religious cries of the “support- 
ing cast.” In a New Testament version: “Where is the 
one who is wise? Where is the scribe? Where is the 
debtor of this age...? But God chose what is foolish in 
the world to shame the wise; God chose what is weak 
in the world to shame the strong; God chose what is low 
and despised in the world, things that are not, to reduce 
to nothing things that are....” (I Cor. 1:20, 27, 28) 

As Wolfgang said: Maybe for them there is no such 
clear cliché. But they are very, very helpless and with- 
out perspectives...” Like the Israelis in the wilderness: 
“Then all the congregation raised a loud cry, and the 
people wept that night.” (14:1) While 

reading this narrative written by 

Israel's priestly hierarchy we want to bosnia 
hold in our hands the stones we iS 
brought for this journey. We want to here 
bring to mind the laws in our own 
lives. 


In the priests’ text the people’s crics are not spelled 
out. People are portrayed as ‘heretically’ standing 
against their leaders. Moses and Aron’s leadership is 
presented as divinely given. What about Miriam's lead- 
ership that led people to celebrate? If we read closely 
we will see that people were tired of war: “Why is the 
Lord bringing us into this land to fall by the sword?” 
(14:3) They were concerned with the fate of their chil- 
dren and women. They do not want to fight anymore, 
to go on dying, for what reason? Bosnia is here. This 
people spoke to each other and to the pricsts. They were 
rebellious: they wanted a captain rather than a tradi- 
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tional priesthood. If there was no milk, no honey, they 
wanted water, to be left in peace. 


Joshua, the military leader, is called to address the people. 
He tried to persuade them with the Utopia of milk and 
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honey. “Only, do not rebel against the Lord” .(14:9) People 
are afraid. Enough of living in constant fear. Joshua’s 
plans are cannibal: the others are treated as bread to be 
eaten and not feared, eaten up and not kept alive. The 
annihilation of othernesses has been vital to the incorpo- 
ration of authoritarian life regulations: “Do not fear the 
people of the land, for they are no more than bread for 
us... (14:9) 


We have in our hands resemblances of the people's re- 
sponse to such leadership: they “threatened to stone 
them.” (14:10) 


It is at this moment — after the people wept the whole 
night long and publicly revealed their outrage — that 
the priestly narrative introduces the Lord. It is in the tent 
(later turned into the temple and political center of Is- 
rael) that God is said to appear “...to all Israelites.” (14:10) 
With whom does this God speak? Of course, with the 
founding father of priestly authority: “And the Lord said 
to Moses, ‘How long will this people despise me? And 
how long will they refuse to believe in me, in spite of all 
signs that I have done among them?’” (14:11) What? 


9 


E E E E EE GE OS 





The people are implied to be unbelievers, without 
memory. People are despising God's administrators. The 
rhetorical attack of the priestly aristocracy: God will 
make them a “nation greater and mightier” than the out- 
raged people who are cursed to be disinherited and 
stricken by pestilence, others, excluded. Moses, how- 
ever, intercedes on behalf of the people who are kept 
mute in the narrative. The priestly forces establish their 
monopoly of forgiveness: “Forgive the iniquity of this 
people according to the greatness of your steadfast love, 
Just as you have pardoned this people, from Egypt even 
until now.” (14:19) 


“Then the Lord said, ‘I do forgive, justas you have asked’.” 
(14:20). Nonetheless, the bodies of the rebellious people 
“shall fall dead in this very wilderness, and of all your 
number, included in the census, from twenty years old 
[youth!] and upward, who have complained against me, 
not one of you shall come into the land in which I swore to 
settle you....” (14:29, 30) 


I dare to say that you also are youth who were disinher- 
ited by the promises of a strong fatherland. You are un- 
settled, testing the limits. In this case, “Identity is con- 
jectural, not essential... If authenticity is relational, there 
can be no essence except as a political invention, a local 
tactic,” 


We are still holding our stones. The story has been told. 


The people are still in the beginning of the narrative, 
supporting cast of somebody else’s story. Let us throw 
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these stones a/way. You choose what to do with them. 
Then I suggest that we take pens and markers and get to 
the newspapers that are covering our inside walls. Let 
us pretend that those texts and images are “windows on 
the limits of representations.” Let us try to identify one 
or two of the most pressing questions that are haunting 
the daily existence of our youth back home. Let us then 
write these claims upon the official versions of reality. 
We want to be accountable to the pains and hopes of our 
fellow youth, the cast-outs of our stories. These cries 
and questions interfere, proliferate subject-speaking po- 
sitions, pluralize. A public space that we do not take for 
granted, but rather take as a realm of invention — “May 
Thy Kingdom come?” 


$ $ $ 


Whether we admit it or not we are part of the modern 
ethos and pathos of Enlightenment. “What is Enlight- 
enment?” Immanuel Kant answered this question which 
was raised by the Berlinische Monatschriftin 1874. “Was 
ist Aufklárung?” For Kant, Enlightenment is the hu- 
man exit from self-responsible dependence. Enlighten- 
ment is being responsible for one’s free use of reason: 
“Enlightenment is man’s release from self-incurred tu- 
telage. Tutelage is man's inability to make use of his 
understanding without direction from another... Sapere 

aude! “Have courage to use 


you also are your own reason!” — that is 
youth who the motto of Enlighten- 
ment.” 
were 


disinherited by 

the promises of 
a strong 

fatherland. you 


A possible effect: Reason 
ought to be free, but there 
must be obedience to struc- 
tures/destructions of power. 


Kant conceptually reified this 

are unsettled ‘ game through which one can 
testing the be free, thinking whatever one 
limits. wants to, all the while obey- 


ing given institutional struc- 

tures in the interest of keep- 
ing order. “Argue as much as you will, and about what 
you will, only obey!” After all, modern humanism and 
positivism do not imply the overcoming of priestly meta- 
physics, 


The point here is to bring back our reasoning and acting 
in the world today Kant's attitude of producing knowl- 
edge by answering a present question. Look at the ones 
we Just wrote down by focusing on what is distinctive about 
the present — a state which is never frozen or given. 


For Michel Foucault, Enlightenment is both an ongo- 
ing process and a perpetual task: “The critical ontology 
of ourselves has to be considered not, certainly, as a 
theory, a doctrine, not even as a permanent body of 
knowledge that is accumulating; it has to be conceived 
as an attitude, an ethos, a philosophical life in which 
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the critique of what we are is at one and at the same time 
the historical analysis of the limits that are imposed on 
us and an experiment with the possibility of going be- 
yond them,” 


While the drums recall the scene of Miriam’s celebra- 
tion, let’s walk through the questions our contexts “win- 
dow” to us. After a while let’s stop in front of the ques- 
tions we formulated. Symbolically at least we want to 
introduce ourselves and to spell out some of the concerns 
we are representing. 


IV. second day: 
Exclusion, Exclusiveness (I Kings 19, 1-8) 


During the night Ivan led some of you/th in reconfiguring 
the space of our meeting. What happened? 


A huge tent was put up. Upside down. It is somehow 
covering us. As if we were outside of it. Its surfaces were 
decorated by the questions we raised yesterday. Rather 
than being inside the tent with God’s priests, adminis- 
trators and prophets, our bodies, thoughts and symbolic 
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actions are hanging around outside, outsiders? We are 
reading the Scriptures together. Faith reminds us that 
God followed its people through the desert in days of 
clouds, water and fire. Birds from the sky, fruits from the 
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trees, water from the rocks keeping bodies alive. For- 
gotten words, graves, words cried outside the tent, in- 


side of us though, death moving through. 


While entering into the room each participant got the 
photocopy of an ancient drawing (to be discussed later) 
and an empty balloon. We brought more to this session. 
A secret of ours written down. That which belongs to 
the space of our memory, a poem perhaps, around which 
we wander back and forth. In this spirit, I read you a 
poem by Argentinian writer Jorge Luis Borges: “Scat- 
tered over scattered cities, alone and many, we played 
at being that Adam who gave name to all living things. 
Down the long slopes of night that border on the dawn, 
we sought (I still remember) words for the moon, for 
death, for the morning, and for man’s other habits....We 
invented the omission of punctuation and capital let- 
ters.... Ashes, the labor of our hands, and a burning 
fire, our faith. You, all the while in cities of exile, in 
that exile that was your detested and chosen instrument, 
the weapon of your craft, erected your paths of laby- 
rinths, infinitesimal and infinite, wondrously paltry, 
more populated than history. We shall die without sight- 
ing the twofold beast or the rose that are the center of 
your maze, but memory holds its talismans...and so in 
the streets of the night your splendid hells survive, so 
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many of your cadences and metaphors, the treasures of 
your darkness. What does our cowardice matter if on 
this earth there is one brave man, what does sadness 
matter if in time past somebody thought himself happy, 
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what does my lost generation matter, that dim mirror, if 
your books justify us? I am the others. I am all of those 
who have been rescued by your pains and care. I am 
those unknown to you and saved by you.”” We will put 
the secrets, how we provisionally "worded" them — re- 
naming rather than deleting — in the empty object we 
hold (a balloon). Then let us blow our breath in it. God 
has to do with breathing the unknown alive. “Then the 
Lord God formed man from the dust of the ground, and 
breathed into his nostrils the breath of life; and the man 
became a living being.” (Genesis 2:7) 


We have the format of a head now, let us pretend so. 
Faceless, with our memories. “We shall die without sight- 
ing the twofold beast or the rose that are the center of 





your maze.” Now each one tries to draw somebody else’s 
face on his/her balloon. Each one of us has now the un- 
easiness and pleasure of outlining somebody else’s face 
and also having his/her face outlined by the same other. 


In life we are all, all the time, representing ourselves 
and others — common sense. How do we face each 
other’s present? “I am the others. I am all those who 
have been rescued by your pains and care. I am those 
unknown to you and saved by you.” 


Around 1520 Hernan Cortez founded the "Rich Village 
of the Holy Cross" in other peoples’ lands, the New 
World. The colonizers wandered. Strategized. Invaded. 
Made alliances. Fought. Spread diseases and so on. In 
order to ensure the final victory over the also imperial 
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Aztecs, Cortez and his troops took their religious sanc- 
tuaries. 


Montezuma sent fifty messengers, his conquered fellow- 
men, to Cortez. They were the ones who could be given 
away to death, conquered people. Cortez ordered that 
the hands of these fifty men be cut. They were sent back 
to Montezuma as a sign of what the colonizer was up 
to. Words in the air are left(overs), secrets in empty 
objects, gaps in somebody else’s narrative. Life extends 
itself, dismembered, through our limited and limiting 
representations. 


Our text of today starts with 
King Ahab telling Jezebel 
all that Elijah, Yahweh's 
prophet, had done: “How he 
had killed all the prophets 
with the sword.” (19:1) 
Jezebel sent a straightfor- 
ward message to Elijah: “So 
may the gods do to me, and 
more also, if I do not make 
your life like the life of one 
of them by this time tomor- 
row.” (19:2) 
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We will now follow some of 
Elijah’s itineraries, before 
and after this death threat. 
We will pay close attention 
to the supporting charac- 
ters, symbolisms and to the 
instertices of the main plot. 
How is the knowledge of an 
“other” produced and with 
which ethical effects? 


Some general background first. David’s conquests had 
been consolidated by Solomon. In Solomon’s adminis- 
tration there was a mixture of 
ethnic groups. The native 
Canaanite population had been 
incorporated. Citizens of lower 
Status, if citizens at all. 
Solomon had violated tribal 
autonomy, won the major 
achievements of David's dy- 
nasty alongside the setting up 
of a rudimentary bureaucracy. 
Solomon seized the kingdom by 
force, disregarding traditional 
tribal boundaries while reas- 
signing administrative districts. 
He also entered into foreign alliances and fostered Egyp- 
tian cultural influence. Just as Solomon had adopted the 


"| am the others. 
lam all those 
who have been 
rescued by your 
pains and care. 
lam those 
unknown to you 
and saved by 
you.” 





near eastern ideology of the supreme resident God, with 
himself as King representing and serving the deity, so 
did he adopt the near eastern concept of the temple as 
the divine residence, writes Gwilyn Jones.? Solomon's 
politics consolidated a national God. Ironically, at Ahab's 
follow-up time, fertility worship was flourishing among 


the people. 


According to Martin 
Noth, the texts in the 
Book of Kings (written 
around the seventh cen- 
tury B.C.) are “Israel’s 
final epitaph.”* The 
narrative ends with fail- 
ure and ruin. Israel is 
portrayed as repealing 
apostasies, of wearing 
out Yahweh’s patience. 
Rather than an epitaph 
I read the text compiled 
under Kings as part of an internal reconceptualization 
of power. In these texts the priestly aristocracy voices 
its religious monopoly and disciplines. The sites of 
political dispute are the fight against idolatrous prac- 
tices and the menace of Syrian invasion. 


in our text for 
today elijan’s 
challenge is to 
overcome the 
fear from the 
authorities still in 
power. 


In the founding narrative of Israel’s prophetic institu- 
tion Elijah is depicted in power and strength. He had 
defied every possible enemy, whether Ahab or Jezabel, 
Baal prophets or apostate Isracl. In our text for today 
Elijah’s challenge is to overcome the fear from the au- 
thorities still in power, so that he might be finally charged 
by God to anoint the new King. (19:15) Prophets an- 
nounce the signs of their future, gods to come. Surpris- 
ingly, however, throughout the narrative one is faced, 
now and then, with self-criticism. Dissident voices from 
within the priestly circles? Voices widening what was 
conceived as divine representation, public space? Where 
are they? 


Sh. as ohh 
ESS 


I Kings 18 reports a power competition between the 
prophets of Baal and the prophet of Yahweh. Elijah is 
presented as having efficacious fantastic power while 
the other religious characters are made ridiculous and 
inefficient: “Elijah mocked them.... All afternoon they 
raved and ranted...but still there was no sound, no an- 
swer, no sign of attention... Then Elijah said to all people, 
‘Come here to me.’ ...Then the fire of the Lord fell. It 
consumed the whole offering, the wood, the stones and 
the earth, and licked up the water in the trench....” The 
stones were consumed. The ones that the people wept 
the whole night long for. 


This “magic/scientific” confrontation ends with Elijah 
ordering the slaughter of the representatives of the “pa- 
gan, idolatrous others”: “They seized them, and Elijah 
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took them down to the Kishon and slaughtered them 
there in the valley” (18:40). The Elijah circle was in- 
volved in replacing the king as the revelatory loci of 
truth and of establishing priestly power. Here we are 
entangled with the genesis of the Lord who in yesterday 's 
text cursed the rebellious people. Moreover, this priestly 
narrative is contemporaneous to the literary constitu- 


tion of Israel around the father figure of Abraham. In 


Genesis 22, for example, we read about the lawful fa- 
ther who almost obediently offered his own child as a 
sacrifice to Yahweh. At the last moment, however, 
Abraham offers the other’s god, an animal caught by 
nature, as sacrifice — so that the own self of God might 
say: “Your descendants shall possess the cities of their 
enemies.” Such practices and thoughts implied depict- 
ing the other, representing the other as “natural” and 
oneself as the corporation of the spirit. 


The sacrifice of otherness by the self became an instru- 
ment vital for the constitution of authoritarian life regu- 
lations. As Leo Bersani critiques: “The sacrosanct value 
of selfhood, a value that accounts for human beings’ 
extraordinary willingness to kill in order to protect the 
seriousness of their statements. The self is a practical 
convenience; promoted to the status of an ethical ideal, 
it is a sanction for violence.”** 


STR 


As the story stands: Elijah runs away. He does not face 
the responsibility of the slaughter he fostered. All too 
human, we understand. “He was afraid; he got up and 
fled for his life.” (19:3) Elijah escaped into the wilder- 
ness with the help of a servant. Just as Montezuma's 
messengers, we never again hear about this character. 
The priestly narrative is one of masters. The rhetoric is 
one of existential distress: Elijah “went a day’s journey 
into the wilderness, and came and sat under a solitary 
broom tree.” (19:4) Then the hypocrisy is spelled out: 
“O Lord, take my life, for Iam no better than my ances- 
tors.” 


It is impossible to refrain from sarcasm in this priestly 
account: “Then he lay down under the broom tree and 
fell asleep.” 
(19:5) A comfort- 
able symbolic 
death. What for? 
What is Elijah 


elijah runs away. he 
does not face the 
responsibility of the 


slaughter he fostered. looking for in the 
all too human, we wilderness or be- 
understand. yond it? 
S & $ 


Suddenly an angel approaches. Out of nothing. A reli- 
gious space? “An angel touched him and said to him, ‘Get 
up and eat’.” Angels are in narratives, they touch and 
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talk to the stranger in the wilderness, during sleep. Who 
in our lives says “Get up and eat?” 


“He looked, and there at his head was a cake baked on 
hot stones, and a jar of water.” (19:6) The angel disap- 
peared. There was 
bread next to the head 
now awoken. Some 
strangers had cooked it 
on hot stones. Bread no 
longer falls down from 
heaven. People in the 
wilderness use their 
stones to bake bread. 
They even share their 
existence with others. Stones that threaten 
authoritarianisms, the lack of compassion. 


sleep. 


Elijah liked that. “He ate and drank, and lay down again.” 
(19:6) 


If one goes back in this narrative one crosses by some- 
body who resembles this angel. “The famine was se- 
vere....” (18:2) And Obadiah, a man “who revered the 
Lord greatly” was working inside the palace. He used 
his administrative position to hide prophets being per- 
secuted by Jezebel. Obadiah hid them in a cave, “...and 
provided them with bread and water.” “Ahab went in 
one direction by himself, and Obadiah went in another 
direction by himself.” 


While searching for springs of water Obadiah was met 
by Elijah. He requested Obadiah to go to Ahab and tell 
“.. your Lord that Elijah is here.” (18:8) God knows 
what Elijah had in mind. Obadiah was not stupid to play 
such a game: “As soon as I have gone from you, the 
spirit of the Lord will carry you I know not where; so, 
when I come and tell Ahab and he cannot find you, he 
will kill me, although I your servant have revered the 
Lord from my youth.” (18:12) 


Now in the text Elijah is reminded, in the desert, of 
Obadiah. He wanted the angel to come again. And so it 
happened. But the angel now suggests that it is time to 
move on. “Get up and eat, otherwise the journey will be 
too much for you.” The angel leaves it open where to go. 


The priestly text however knows where it wants to get 
to. It does not work in partnership with Obadiah, for 
example. It suggests that Elijah now represent the people 
of Israel: “...then he went in the strength of that food 
forty days and forty nights....” (19:8) They can write so 
since they have the people baking bread for them — or 
want to ensure that to happen. 


God had not answered Elyah’s cry in the desert. For 
him God was on the Mount of Horeb: “At that place he 
came to acave, and spent the night there.” He slept again. 
He did not try to see what was inside the cave. 
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Please, open the folded photocopy you got upon entrance 
in this space. What we see is rupestre art. The most an- 
cient drawing of homo sapiens, around 12,500 B.C, 
found in 1947 in the cave of Lascaux, France. This 
cave was not a place for dwelling. The drawing was 
found deep in a pit. People had to make the effort to 
get there, to see it, the space of art. What is repre- 
sented there? George Bataille describes and interprets: 


“In the deepest crevice of this cave, the deepest and 
also the most inaccessible...at the bottom of a crevice 
so awkward to get to...we find ourselves before the 
most striking and the most strange of evocations. 


A man, dead as far as one can tell, is stretched out, pros- 
trate in front of a heavy, immobile, threatening animal. 
The animal is a bison, and the threat it poses is all the 
more grave because it is dying. It is wounded, and under 
its open belly its entrails are spilling out. Apparently it 
1s this outstretched man who struck down the dying ani- 
mal with his spear. But the man is not quite a man; his 
head, a bird’s head, ends in a beak. Nothing in this whole 
image justifies the paradoxical fact that the man’s sex is 
erect... 


Thus, in this barely accessible crevice stands revealed 
— but obscurely — a drama forgotten for so many 
millenia: it re-emerges, but it does not leave behind its 
obscurity. It is revealed, but nevertheless it is veiled. From 
the very moment it is revealed, it is veiled. 


But in these closed depths a paradoxical accord is signed, 
an accord all the more grave in that it is signed in this 
inaccessible obscurity. This essential and paradoxical ac- 
cord is between death and eroticism. Its truth no doubt 
continues to assert itself. However, no matter how it as- 
serts itself, 1t still remains hid- 
TE. den. Such is the nature of both 
it is revealed, death and eroticism. The one 

but and the other in fact conceal 


nevertheless themselves: they conceal 

it is veiled. themselves at the very moment 
from the very they reveal themselves. We 
moment It is cannot imagine a more ob- 


ene scure contradiction to guaran- 
revealed, It IS tee disorder in our thinking... 
“The enigma of the pit” is certainly one of the most dif- 
ficult to bear; at the same time, it is the most tragic among 
the enigmas of our species. That it arises from such a 
distant past explains the fact that it is posed in terms 
whose excessive obscurity is at first sight-striking. But 
it is an impenetrable obscurity that has the elementary 
virtue of an enigma. If we allow this paradoxical prin- 
ciple, then this enigma of the pit (which so strangely 
and so perfectly corresponds to the fundamental enigma, 
being the most distant one that a distant humanity poses 


T T T RAMA 
prophets of Baal he slaughtered? He never clearly says 
what he is after. He proclaims himself the last believer: 
“I am left alone, and they are seeking my life, to take it 
away.” (19:10) Was he not a while ago asking the Lord 
to take his life away? God was right. Elijah definitively 
did not belong in the cave. He said: “Go out and stand 
on the mountain before the Lord, for the Lord is about 
to pass by.” (19:11) 


Then poetry expels Elijah’s narrative from $ 

that space: “Now there was a great wind, NOW 

so strong that it was splitting mountains there was 
and breaking rocks in pieces before the a great 
Lord, but the Lord was not in the wind; wind..." 





for humanity today, being the most obscure in its es- 
sence), this enigma, then, might also be the one most 
laden with meaning. 


Is it not heavy with that initial mystery, which is in it- 
self the coming into the world, the advent, of man? Does 
it not at the same time link this mystery to eroticism and 
death? 


The truth is that it is futile to introduce an enigma at 
once so essential, and yet posed in the most violent form, 
independently of a well-known context that, however, 
remains in essence veiled by reason of the very structure 
of human beings. It remains veiled to the extent that the 
human mind hides from itself..." 


SS 


Inside of the cave God wakes Elijah up. He does not be- 
long there. “What are you doing here, Elijah?” In this 
narrative God calls the person by his name. He answered, 
“] have been very zealous for the Lord, the God of hosts” 
(19:10). He does not straightforwardly answer God’s simple 
question: “What are you doing here?” "What are we do- 
ing here?" 


Elijah has his own agenda. It is self-explanatory, it praises 
allegiances, it acknowledges obedience, it wants the sup- 
port of hosts. Elijah is far away from everyday life. He 
despises it. He lies: “... for the Israelites have forsaken 
your covenant, thrown down your altars, and killed your 
prophets with the sword.” (19:10) What about the 550 


and after the wind an earthquake, but the 

Lord was not in the earthquake; and after 

the earthquake a fire, but the Lord was not in the fire...” 
(19:11,12) No, the Lord was not in the fire which 
launched Elijah’s sacrifice of othernesses “...and after 
the fire a sound of sheer silence”: There is God: That 
which cannot be said. “I don't care about the word, that 
commonplace. What I want is the grand chaos that spins 
out syntax, the obscure birthplace of “of,” “otherwise,” 
“nevertheless,” and “how,” all those inscrutable crutches 
I walk on. Who understands language understands God, 
whose Son is the Word. It kills you to understand. Words 
only hide something deeper, deaf and dumb, something 
invented to be silenced. In moments of grace, rare as 
they are, you'll be able to snatch it out: a live fish in your 
bare hand. Pure terror.” (Adelia Prado) * 


“When Elijah heard it, he wrapped his face in his mantle 
and went out and stood at the entrance of the cave.” 
(19:13) He could not stand it, the cave. The God that 
eventually moves me asked again: “What are you doing 
here, Elijah?” 


STR 


Elijah repeats his formula, his official version of the state 
of affairs: “Because of my great zeal for the Lord the 
God of Hosts.” (19:14) 


Then the priestly narrative orders him to return not to 
be with the people, but to the administrative centers and 
anoint a new king: “Go, return on your way to the wil- 
derness of Damascus; when you arrive, you shall anoint 
Hazael as king over Aram. Also you shall anoint Jehu 
son of Nimshi as king over Israel; and you shall anoint 
Elisha son of Shaphat of Abel-Meholah as prophet in 
your place.” (19:15, 16) 


Back to war: “Whoever escapes from the sword of Hazael, 
Jehu shall kill; and whoever escapes from the sword of 
Jehu, Elisha shall kill.” (19:17) 


$ SS 


At the beginning of the sixteenth century Guaman Poma 
de Ayala traveled for about thirty years throughout Peru. 
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This Indian leader had learned Spanish from his Jesuit 
half-brother and improved it while working as notary and 
as public translator. Out of his journey Guaman Poma wrote 
800 pages and made 400 drawings reporting the atrocities 
taking place among his people. 


In New Chronicle and Good Government Guaman Poma 
answers questions that he himself puts in the mouth of 
the king. Noteworthy is that Columbus at the end of his 
journal entry of the day of the invention of the New World 
promised to take six natives to Europe so that “they may 
learn to talk.”** Guaman Poma: “So, to conclude this 
argument, it is not the Spanish administrators and em- 
ployers who are the rightful owners of Peru. It is our 
country because God has given it to us. We are the mas- 
ters.” ” 


Significantly, Guaman Poma’s travelogue through the co- 
lonial terror was only found at the beginning of this cen- 
tury in the Royal Museum of Denmark. In his hybrid nar- 
rative he reminds us that a pictorial, mobile objectivity 
aimed at truth speaking, which is in turn aimed at level- 
ing out “inequalities and bringing about justice” can in- 
clude biography, improprieties, local technologies, narra- 
tives of collective memory, present voices and 
even lack of “reliable” proofs. “Even after begin- 
ning I wanted to retract my words. I decided that 
my intention was arash one and that, once started 
upon my story, I would never be able to complete 
it in the way in which a proper history ought to 
be written.” 


Guaman Poma’s mixture of travel impressions, 
“ethnography,” literature, drawings, local im- 
pressions end up proposing a “good govern- 
ment”: “My conclusion is that King Philip III 
should bear our wretchedness in mind and cease 
to send us so many punishments, misfortunes 
and disasters as in the past. Do not allow us to 
be exterminated, your majesty....The visitors 
(priests) need to be visited and the judges 
judged, if good government is to be in- 
stalled....”> 


Ses 


Perhaps the people who baked the bread for the 
stranger in the wilderness were also on the way 
back to the city. To face the other, to reinvent 
the present. New ways of thinking the same. It 
is time to stop creating war. Speaking truth. 
Building houses with their stones. In the mean- 
time, the cave is there. Silence. There is no- 
body there but our own. Á pilgrimage, now and 
then. To know that rocks are breaking. Risk. 
Reality on its limits. 


There is time to remake this space. With biographies 
given shape. Ivan will help us to do it. What? Suddenly 
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an angel touched him and said to him, “Get up....” The 
stones of yesterday are baking something good next to 
the heads now awakened. “Let's be good to each other.” 


V. third day: 
Indifference (Isaiah 53:3-9) 


A stop. My afternoon was awful, sitting catatonic in the 
youth office in the LWF headquarters, waiting to have a 
printer installed to reproduce this text that I am supposed 
to write over the weekend, before leaving Geneva. De- 
cember 17, 9 p.m. For fifteen minutes I sat. Just that. It 
was horrible, It would always be like that. I don’t have 
anything else to describe it with. I am tired. Tomorrow I 
will buy a watch. I rather don’t stop. I have to write. I have 
to write. I have to wnite. I have to finish, I keep saying. I 
guess it was sheer indifference. Yeah, the word has gotten 
me. Indifference. The state of no difference. Of homog- 
enization, of absolute control, self-control. When there is 
no poetry. Indifference is intransitive action. It is a state of 
no objects, no textual objection of my own. I long for a 
poem to say to me. “There is something that I wanted to 
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say before this night is over, but for the most part can't 
say.” It seems too late. And then again. 
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As Octavio Paz suggests: “Poetry has never stopped be- 
ing a pertinent and persistent heterodoxy. Ceaseless 
movement in zigzag, continuous rebellion in face of all 
doctrines and of all churches, and so also a no less con- 
stant love for the humiliated realities, reactions against 
believing manipulations and rationalistic speculations. 
Poetry: scandalous stone of modernity.”” 
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poetry: - 
“scandalous l remember Wolfgang writing on 
the board in Budapest: “Such a 
stone of 


fine handling of poetry; why 
such a harsh handling of the 
Scriptures?” I understood it like 
that. 


modernity.”” 


“I will speak out in the distress of my mind and com- 
plain in the bitterness of my soul. Am I the monster of 
the deep, am I the sea serpent, that thou settest watch 
over me?....Who has ever opened the portals of its face? 
For there is terror in his arching teeth.” (Job 7:11, 12; 
41:14) 


“But now I shall lie down in the grave, seek me, and I 
shall not be.” (Job 7:21) 


“When all things began, the Word already was.... So the 
Word became flesh; he came to dwell among us....” (John 
1:1, 14). 


Life is also in a city bus somewhere in the Brazilian 
northeast: three children with big plastic bags. The ter- 
ror of modernity as well. The money taker says, “They 
are a couple of little beasts.” I ask: “Where are you go- 
ing?” “To the slaughterhouse, for bones to make soup.” 
In this case the Word does not become flesh. 
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Our text for today, Isaiah 53: 3- 
9, is a mourning poem sang by a 
choir. Its author is anonymous. 
Gerhard von Rad suggests that 
“Second Isaiah” (a double of the 
traditional prophetic wisdom?) 
was “a religious writer.” A 
fictioneer of the present from the 
imaginary standpoint of a future 
gaze? Second Isaiah mixes tra- 
ditions, defies and redefines the 
relevance of the Davidic heri- 
tage. He is an organic intellec- 
tual for the people: “The Lord 
has given me the tongue of a 
teacher and skill to console the 
weary with a word in the mom- 
ing: he sharpened my hearing 
that I might listen like one who 
is taught....” (50:4) 


This religious intellectual stages a ritual in which ev- 
erybody meets around the memory of a suffering body. 
The anonymous writer suggests that religious commu- 
nities are to be spaces in which one embodies the memory 
of death: “...struck down by disease and misery...without 
protection, without justice.” (53:4, 8) 


The choir accuses itself of blindness, of being incapable 
of understanding what was in front of its eyes: the suf- 
fering servant. “Who could have imagined his future?” 
(53:8) 


The question that remains up “such a fine 


to today, after all the terror of handling of 
religious and political experi- ees 
ments of the future, is that of poetry, WNY 


such a harsh 
handling of the 
scriptures?” 


the actual place of the suffer- 
ing body in that text as well as 
in this one that we are weav- 
ing. I mean, indifference. 


I also wonder about the actual bodies being pierced, tor- 
tured, chastised.... Is it so that the suffering body does 
not “open his mouth”? (53:5-7) We probably don’t un- 
derstand what it says, don’t want to, are afraid of it. 
According to Second Isaiah all that pain “he bore is 
health for us.” Who is “us”? The other is vicarious for 
the intellectual. The political projects constructed upon 
such ideas inevitably despised the present in the name 
of redemptions promised by future gods. Death is can- 
nibal. 


“In the second theme we dealt with the borders of our 
home, now we talk about the borders of our responsibil- 
ity,” that’s how the local organizing team summed up 
our project for today. 
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Clarice Lispector writes about her reaction upon the kill- 
ing of criminal “Mineirinho” by ıhe police as she reads 
itin the newspaper (of our walls). Her vision differs con- 
siderably from Second Isaiah’s. It is crude literature, 
mourning somewhere in the other direction, not of the 
multitude, but that of solitude:* 


I suppose that I should search within myself as one of 
the representatives of mankind, in order to ascertain why 
the death of a criminal should cause so much sorrow, 
And why I prefer to speak of the thirty shots which killed 
Mineirinho rather than to discuss his crimes.... 


Why? For the First Commandment, which protects irre- 
placeable body and life, says that: “Thou shalt not kill.” 
That commandment is my greatest guarantee. So do not 
kill me, for I do not wish to die, and do not let me kill, 
because to have killed would cast me into eternal dark- 
ness. 


This is the commandment. But while I can listen to the 
first and second shot with a sense of relief, the third 
shot makes me alert, the fourth leaves me restless, the 
fifth and sixth cover me with shame, the seventh and 
eighth cause my heart to beat with alarm, the ninth and 
tenth cause my mouth to tremble, the eleventh shot finds 
me invoking the name of God in terror, and at the twelfth 
shot I call for my brother. The thirteenth shot kills me 
— because I am the other. Because I want to be the other. 
I repudiate this justice which watches over my sleep, 
and feel humiliated that I should need it. Meantime, I 
sleep, and falsely save myself... 





There is something in us which is capable of disrupting 
everything — something which understands. That thing 
which remains silent before the man without cap or 
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shoes. In order to possess a cap and shoes, Mineirinho 
plundered and killed....Were I not a madman, I should 
be 800 policemen with 800 machine-guns, and that 
would be my claim to honor. 


Until the appearance of a justice which would be even 
madder. A justice which would take into account that 
we all have to speak through a man who became desper- 
ate because human speech failed him. A man who is 
now so mute that only a savage, disarticulated cry could 
serve him as an utterance.... Above all, a justice which 
might examine itself... A justice which will not forget 
that we are all dangerous.... No, no, I am not asking for 
the sublime, not for the things which gradually became 
the words which help me to sleep peacefully. Those of 
us who take refuge in the abstract are a strange mixture 
of forgiveness and vague charity. 


What I want ts something much harsher and much more 
difficult. I want the terrestrial.” 


Ses 


We then proceeded to another room. There, with plas- 
ter and water, we made masks, contours of some pos- 
sible otherness. Mute faces of lives we have been talk- 
ing about. Á pain that walks around unknown. Ás Elaine 
Scarry points out: “What is quite literally at stake in 
the body in pain is the making and unmaking of the 
world.” 


Vi. fourth day: 


The Decadence of the Future 
(Matthew 17: 1-8) 


Overnight the space of our previ- 
ous Meetings was undone. To go on 
from zcro again. Blank space. A 
muteness broken in by the sounds 
of the drums, again, Next to us there 
are the leftovers, the folded tent our 
stage, newspapers, stones, balloons, 
ruins we could say. The desire is 
that we are left with some nothing- 
ness. Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, 
dust to dust. 


Jesus took Peter, James and John 
and led them up a high mountain 
where they were alone. (17:1) In 
this text one is urged to be in a po- 
sition to see the most possible, a 
solitariness among each other. To 
see possibilities, the dazzling detours of madness, of 
other possible worlds, signs of existence. It is there 
that Jesus was transfigured in pagan imagery: “...his 
face shone like the sun, and his clothes became white 
as the light.” (17:2) 
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The disciples, however, saw the faces of the tradition 
they were ready to inherit and “universalize”: “And they 
saw Moses and Elijah appear”. (17:3) Old acquaintan- 
ces, ghosts are back, alive, “conversing.” Peter, the in- 
stitution which writes such a version celebrates: “How 
good [god?] it is that we are here!” (17:4) It is an expan- 
sionist enterprise. It wants to build up tents. It forgot 
that the Word dwells among us. Peter’s rhetoric is to be 
“overshadowed.” Clouds. Out of imprecision, where one 
sees beyond, there is a voice: “This is my son, my 
beloved...listen to him.” (17:5) 


The suffering body, nothing else, the memory of the death 
the disciples reified was now haunting them: “At the sound 
of the voice the disciples fell on their faces in terror.” (17:6) 
Jesus, like the angel in the desert, “touched them” and 
said once more, “Stand up, do not be afraid.” (17:7) “And 
when they raised their eyes they saw no one, but only Jesus.” 
(17:8) That's what they saw: “No one.” 
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Our eyes then saw something else. On the wall, slides 
taken by Danish photographer Torben Eskerod at the 
last night of “Carnaval,” in Olinda, Brazil, 1991. We 
saw them in light of Mikhail Bakhtin’s description of 
the grotesque bodies: “They are contrary to the classic 
images of the finished, completed man, cleansed, as it 
were, of all the scoriae of birth and development.” 


“the grotesque images preserve their peculiar na- 
ture, entirely different from ready-made, completed 
being. They remain ambivalent and contradictory; 
they are ugly, monstrous, hidcous from the point of 
view of “classic” aesthetics, that is, the aesthetics of 
the ready-made and completed. The new historic 
sense that penetrates them gives these images a new 
meaning but keeps intact their traditional contents: 
copulation, pregnancy, birth, growth, old age, disin- 
tegration, dismemberment.... Life is shown in its 
twofold contradictory process. It is the epitome of 
incompleteness. And such is precisely the grotesque 
concept of the body.... From one body a new body 
always emerges in some form or other....”* 


The images of the following words are absent - A slide 
‘presentation from the last night of a carnival in Brazil 


Y The Monster of Brazil is more dangerous than all the 
serpents wandering through the Amazon forest. It slashes 
the feet of the people and forces them to walk on their own 
through the bumt-down woods. But once upon “Carnaval,” 
the Monster of daily death is locked up. It seems that fan- 
tasy has been able to transform it into colorful walls. 


/ This is the very last night of the feast. The maids, 


the beggars, the street kids, the drags, the prostitutes, 
the mad, the workers.... Some of the bodies of everyday 
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life have crossed their borderlines, They are dancing. 
And they are not tired. 


Y Even God has disappeared amidst the celebrating 
crowd. Only a few of us are seated, looking at these im- 
ages rather than being them. But since we have chosen 
to do this voyeuristic tip, let’s travel closer to the fanta- 
sies, to the costumes and to their bodies. 


/ In the beginning there are the Children who exist in 
our nightmares. But during “Carnaval” they awake the 
night. And they dress it as a realm of seduction. In their 
visions there is no infinite distance between infants and 
adults. Lords and servants are then fancy dresses of bod- 
ies laughing at the fatality of it all. 


Y Light works from 7 a.m. to 6 p.m. in a shoe factory. 
Tonight she is a star in the sky of her working body. 
And she dances into the images of a foreign camera. 


/ Fruit lives in a shantytown where there are no trees, 
no jobs.... But there are many hungry children there, 
including the one who is dancing her fantasy now, a 
pineapple. 


/ Bird is discriminated everywhere for he dares not to 
behave as a real man is supposed to. He is a hair stylist. 
Bird likes to make heads beautiful. Nonetheless, the people 
who are scared of Bird and of themselves call him Worm. 
Tonight he has forgiven everybody. Again, Bird has got- 
ten the prize for the most luxurious costume. 


Y Secret is the name of this melancholic body. Soon 


“Camaval” will be over and the day will no longer be 
the color of his skin. Until next Carnaval, the days are 
going to be a slave ship. Nevertheless Secret knows that 
in spite of the Monster’s power he and his friends will 
keep surviving. 


Y Existence also knows the silence of Secret. And he 
dances the night of “Carnaval” as long as it lasts. 


Y In the meantime there is a surprise for our eyes. 
“Carnaval” is almost past. The Monster of everyday death 
already released itself from the walls. But see...sadness 
is locked up amidst art. Perhaps happiness makes art of 
the everyday in spite of the Monster. 


Y/ It is impossible to understand. It’s paradox. It’s fan- 


tastic realism. It is the secret of a tired and poor body 
sleeping on the sidewalk, and nevertheless dreaming that 
she has chosen to survive. It is mystery amidst misery. 


/ That is what the 30 million abandoned children who 
sleep the nightmares of Brazil know too. And it seems 
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that the repressive forces of the Monster are somehow 
afraid of that. Perhaps they fear that the dreams of 
“Camaval” might invade the quotidian. 


Y What would then happen to the funeral homes, to the 
government, to the churches? Never mind, most of the 
time people reconfigure daily reality without them any- 
how. How do they do that? Well, that belongs to Secret, 
to Existence. 


/ So, good morning! It’s Ash Wednesday. Earth to earth, 


ashes to ashes, dust to dust. The Monster is back to the 
streets of the country which was once called “Land of 
the True Cross.” The death squads go on killing unpun- 
ished. Like it happened in 1991, when around 500 street 
kids were exterminated only in Rio de Janeiro, the town 
of our post-card dreams. 


Y People choose to live anyway. They can ironize real- 
ity through fantasy. For them Carnaval is over, but not 
past. 


/ They refuse to be taken as victims by our foreign eyes. 


Maybe we would like to see them as victims so that we 
could keep playing the prophets, the saviors, etc. But in 
whose name, in whose interests? Of the Monster perhaps? 


Y See ...the Monster is locked up again in the colorful 
wall.... How come? 


Y Oh...that’s the dream of this lonesome angel who has 


suffered too much. Amidst despair, he has decided to be 
at last the subject of his death. 


Y Let our silences be...while the police don’t let his 
friends help him. 


Y/ ...this absence which is weeping too. 


Y How many sacrifices make the monster of death wor- 
thy of its lordship? 


Y And how long will it take for us to open the doors of 
our lives, of our houses, of our churches, of our places to 
the unknown? How long will it take for us to see that the 
strangers are not just begging for our leftovers. Why do 
we stand empty-handed? 


Y This angel, for example, is offering us the present of 


his freedom. Á freedom of picking everyday life out of 
garbage and then keep recreating himself. 


Y These angels are as real as hunger, as poverty, as il- 
literacy are. Their strength, creativity and hope is as 
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real as life wishes itself to be. All this is happening out- 
side a colonial church. 


It is here, at the fringes, that they offer us the possi- 
bility of abandoning an idealized future which will never 
come. It is here that they invite us to contemplate the 
possibility of working out a present in which one makes 
fantasies out of garbage. 


Y The bodies of the children, of Light, of Fruit, of Bird, 
of Secret, of Existence are alive outside Carnaval, in 
spite of the Monster. 


Y They offer poetry to our imagination. A street child 
is a clown who embodies the “Saudade do Futuro.” 
“Saudade” is a foreign word written everywhere. One 
loves what is absent. The future this child loves is daily 
life dressed up like “Carnaval.” 


Y The clown took its mask off, but the child keeps his 


desire alive. He is an angel who chooses to live, even 
though he doesn’t have the money to buy the toys. 


Y Does this street kid recognize the children who dare 
to survive our daily Monsters? Can we let them play 
together the game of fantasy in real life? How can we 
play the game of real life as our imagination 
desires?....Which present do our open eyes and hands 
wish to create? 


Y “Now we see only puzzling reflections in a mirror, 


but then we shall see face to face...” (I Corinthians 
13:14) 


Y Making fantasies out of garbage doesn’t have “the 
end.” 


epllogue 


We actually made costumes with what we had left. Un- 
der the heavy summer rain we went to the nearby pub- 
lic market, sang, danced and so on. On the way back to 
the headquarters the old lady who closed the door every 
evening shook her head and laughed: “You are mad.” 
Jacques Lacan ends his text on “The Mirror Stage” ask- 
ing for the acknowledgment of “this knot of imaginary 
servitude that love must always undo again, or sever.” 
Nonetheless, “it is not in our mere power... to bring 
[the subject] to that point where the real journey be- 
gins.” 


(This article appears in tts original form and has been 
lightly edited.) 
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Als ich Anfang Januar einen Brief 
von Siv erhielt, war ich über 
seinen Inhalt sehr 
überrascht. Siv bat 
mich, einen Artikel 
über das Thema 
Arbeitslosigkeit für 
dieses Magazin zu 
schreiben. Nun, die 
Situation der 
Arbeitslosen kannte 
ich, da ich noch vor 
kurzem “mitten 
drin” steckte. Aber 
für ein 
internationales 
Magazin zu 
schreiben hat mich 
schon in 
Verlegenheit 
gebracht. Doch nach 
kurzem Überlegen 
war ich überzeugt, 


dass ich alle meine ag 
Erlebnisse und f . 


Eindrücke von 
dieser Zeit nicht für 
mich behalten sollte. 
Deswegen habe ich 
mit Freude diese 
Bitte angenommen. 


Der Anfang meiner 
Geschichte ist leider 
heutzutage schon 
zum “klassischen 
Fall” geworden. 
Nach acht Jahren 
Arbeit hatte ich, mit dem 
Einverständnis meines 
Arbeitgebers, einen unbezahlten 
Urlaub von elf Monaten 
genommen. Noch während meines 
Urlaubs habe ich meine Kündigung 
erhalten. Motiv: “Wirtschaftliche 
Schwierigkeiten”. Das war Ende 
Juli, ich kam gerade von Budapest 
zurück, wo ich als Delegierte der 
französischen lutherischen Kirche 
mit einigen von Euch am 
Jugendtreffen teilgenommen hatte. 
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arbeitslosigkeit 


sylvie marx, frankreich 


Mein Fall ist leider kein 
Einzelfall. Täglich erfahren 


ar = 





Sylvie (unten) mit Ihrer Freundin Elisa 


Hunderte von Menschen auf 
wenig angenehme Weise, dass sie 
nicht mehr an ihrer Arbeitsstelle 
erwünscht sind. Man kann ihnen 


kaum einen Grund nennen, der sie 


diesen Entschluss “leichter” 
akzeptieren lassen würden. Man 
spricht von Schwierigkeiten der 
Firma, von Rezession und von 
stagnierender Wirtschaft, die 
besondere Massnahmen erfordern. 
Es bleiben kaum Worte für die 
betroffenen Leute. Plötzlich steht 
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man allein dem Arbeitgeber, der 
Firma, dem Recht und einem 
System gegeniiber. 
So erging es auch 
mir, Obgleich ich 
schon auf die 
Situation 
vorbereitet war (ich 
wusste von der 
schwierigen Lage 
meiner Firma), 
musste ich die 
Erfahrung machen, 
wie schwer es ist, 
seine Arbeit zu 
verlieren, ohne sich 
zur Wehr setzen zu 
kónnen. Es war ein 
regelrechter Schock 
fiir mich, und mein 
erster Gedanke war: 
Warum ich? Kann 
man keine andere 
Lösung finden? Um 
gegen diesen 
Entschluss des 
Arbeitgebers 
kámpfen zu 
kónnen, musste ich 
mich zuerst iiber 
meine Rechte 
informieren. Ich 
wurde von einem 
Amt zum anderen 
MN geschickt, und die 
Erklárungen, die 
man mir gab, waren 
oft sehr juristisch 
und nur schwer zu verstehen. Mir 
wurde bald klar, dass ich kaum 
Chancen hatte, an dieser 
Entscheidung etwas zu ándern. 
Die einzige Perspektive, wieder 
Fuss in der Arbeitswelt zu fassen, 
war, meine Energie nicht an die 
Vergangenheit zu verschwenden, 
sondern nach vorne zu schauen, in 
Richtung Zukunft. 


Doch welche Zukunft bietet sich 
einem/r Arbeitslosen an? Ich 


kannte wie viele andere die Lage 
“von aussen”. In den Medien 
wurde ja viel dariiber berichtet. 
Früher, vor einigen Jahren, waren 
nur ganz gezielte 
Menschengruppen von diesem 
Leid betroffen. Schulabgänger, 
einige Sektoren wie der Bau und 
einige Aussenseiter. Doch seit 
sechs Jahren schlägt der “Feind Nr. 
1” in allen Sektoren, in allen 
Kategorien, in allen Altersstufen 
zu. Nun gehörte auch ich zu den 
3.29 Millionen Franzosen, von 
denen man wusste, dass ihre 
Situation schwierig und ın 
manchen Fällen fast hoffnungslos 
war. Ich wusste, dass ich auf der 
“falschen Seite” war, aber hatte 
meine Chancen, schnell wieder 
Arbeit zu finden, als gut 
eingeschätzt. Diese unangenehme 
Situation sollte nur vorübergehend 
sein. Entschlossen alles 
Mögliche zu tun, um dieses 

Ziel schnell zu erreichen, habe 
ich mich auf diesen schweren 
Weg begeben. 


Anfang September konnte ich 
endlich etwas unternehmen. 
Nach der Sommerpause gab es 
nun wieder viele Angebote, und 
die Arbeitsvermittllungen waren 
auch zufrieden und machten 
Hoffnung. Ich hatte Mut und 
benutzte meine “Freizeit”, um 
Dinge zu erledigen, die ich schon 
lange machen wollte, aber nie Zeit 
dafür hatte. 


Die erste enttäuschende Erfahrung 
habe ich mit der Behörde gemacht. 
Meine Rechte auf soziale 
Versorgung fielen mit meiner 
Entlassung aus. Um diese Rechte 
wicderzugewinnen und wie eine 
“normale Bürgerin” weiterleben zu 
können, musste ich mich im 
Arbeitsamt einschreiben. Dieses 
Amt erfasst alle, die Arbeit 
suchen, und hilft ihnen, mit 
Beratung und Annoncen aus dieser 
Situation herauszukommen. Dort 
habe ich natürlich eine Akte 
ausgefüllt, und mir wurde eine 
Nummer zugewiesen. Ich wurde 
gefragt, ob ich ein Gespräch mit 
einem Berater erwünschte und ob 
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ich eine Umschulung wollte. 
Meine Antwort war natiirlich JA. 
Statt als Nummer bezeichnet zu 
werden, erhoffte ich endlich einen 
persónlichen Kontakt und 
jemandem zu begegnen, dem ich 
meine Lage erklären konnte. 
Regelmässig, einmal die Woche, 
habe ich mich aufs Arbeitsamt 
begeben, aber immer noch war ich 
eine unter sehr vielen. Nach einem 
Monat habe ich mich dann nach 
“meinem Berater” erkundigt. Die 
Antwort war niederschmetternd. 
Ich wiirde keinen Berater 
bekommen und auch keine 
Ausbildung, weil es dem 
Arbeitsamt selbst an Personal 
mangelte (15 Berater fiir 5000 
Arbeitslose) und weil ihr Geld 
eingeschränkt würde, Nicht einmal 
das Papier für den Kopierer 
konnten sie bezahlen. Da, wo ich 





ich hatte mut und 


benutzte meine “freizeit”, 
um dinge zu erledigen, 


die ich schon lange 


machen wollte, aber nie 


zeit dafür hatte. 


Auskunft, Beratung und ein 
wenig Hoffnung suchte, fand ich 
nur überforderte, schlecht 
ausgebildete Beamte. Noch 
einmal hatte ich den Eindruck, 
allein auf mich selbst gestellt zu 
sein. Dasselbe hat sich bei der 
ASSEDIC abgespielt, dem 
Unternehmen, das den 
Arbeitslosen einen “Mindestlohn” 
gewährt. Eine komplizierte Akte 
ausfüllen, ja keine Fragen stellen, 
unendliche Wartezeiten über sich 
ergehen lassen, aber kaum ein 
Lächeln oder etwas Ermutigung. 


Ende September kamen dann die 
ersten Antworten auf meine 
Bewerbungen. Viele Absagen, 
aber auch einige 
Vorstellungsgespräche in Aussicht. 
Ich war froh. Endlich etwas 
Konkretes, eine Möglichkeit, 
einen Schritt weiterzugehen, 
wieder einen Kontakt zur Welt der 
Arbeit zu haben. Die ersten 
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Gespráche waren gut verlaufen. 
Einige waren ganz lustig und ein 
wenig “verriickt”, aber viele 
waren sehr interessant und 
lehrreich. Die Leute, die die 
Kandidaten aussuchen mussten, 
erzählten mir, wie schwer dies sel. 





sie nahmen 
diejenigen, deren 
lebenslauf etwas 
besonderes 
aufwies 


Auf eine Annonce bewerben sich 
200 Kandidat/inn/en, darunter 
mussten sie zehn für ein erstes 
Gespräch aussuchen, dann eine 
Person. Ihre Auswahl war oft ein 
wenig subjektiv. Sie nahmen 
diejenigen, deren Lebenslauf 
etwas Besonderes aufwies 
(spezielle Ausbildung, besonderes 
Hobby, Sprachkenntnisse). 
Meistens waren aber die Posten 
nicht meiner Qualifikation 
angepasst und die Löhne sehr 
niedrig. Aber da der Mangel an 
Arbeit gross ist, hatten sie keine 
Mühe, die Posten mit 
überqualifizierten Leute zu 
besetzen. Zum Beispiel hatte eine 
Firma in ihrer Ánnonce 
angegeben, nur Bewerber, die 
perfekt Englisch können, seien 
gewünscht - bis sich dann 
herausstellte, dass für diesen 
Posten Englisch gar nicht benötigt 
wurde. Es gab einige solche 
Enttäuschungen, wo die Ánnonce 
verlockend klang, aber die Arbeit 
total uninteressant war. 





was machen, wenn 
es keine 
“angebote” mehr 
gibt? 


Nach einer Reihe von 
Gesprächen, die aber keine 
positiven Ergebnisse erbrachten, 
war es sehr still um mich 
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geworden. Anfang Oktober haben 
sich dann plétzlich die Annoncen 
auf drei pro Woche beschränkt. Es 
hielt einige Wochen so an, und 
das war Grund genug zur Sorge. 
Was machen, wenn es keine 
“Angebote” mehr gibt? 


Am Anfang hatte mir das 
Arbeitsamt einige Posten 
verwehrt, weil ich nicht allen 





Kriterien entsprach. Zu dieser Zeit 
gab es ja noch einige Angebote 
und Auswahl. Doch nun versuchte 
ich mich an jede Annonce 
anzupassen. Ich machte 
systematisch falsche Angaben, um 
Chancen zu haben, meinen 
Lebenslauf überhaupt an eine 
Firma zu schicken. Und es 
klappte. Je nach dem Angebot gab 
ich an, perfekt Russisch zu 
beherrschen (was nun úberhaupt 
nicht der Fall war) oder Erfahrung 
in Computertechnik zu haben. 
Alles war gut, um einen 
Hoffnungsschimmer zu erhalten. 
Fiir mich war Bemiihung das 
Wichtigste in der Arbeitsuche, 
doch ich musste feststellen, dass 
es mich auch nicht weiterbrachte, 
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Inzwischen - es war schon Ende 
Oktober - war meine Moral 
ziemlich auf den Nullpunkt 
gesunken. Mein Tag beschránkte 
sich auf das Warten auf den 
Brieftráger und auf einen Anruf. 
Ein geduldiges Warten. Denn es 
gab Wochen, wo sich tiberhaupt 
nichts tat, und dann wieder 
Wochen, wo ich Anrufe fiir 
Vorstellungsgespräche hatte. 





Dieser Rhythmus von Warten, 
Hoffnung und Enttáuschung kann 
den Mut ganz schón brechen. Ich 
traue mich nicht, mir die Lage 
derjenigen vorzustellen, die seit 
lángerer Zeit arbeitslos sind und 
dazu noch finanzielle Probleme 
haben. Obwohl ich das Gliick 
hatte, von Leuten umgeben zu 
sein, die “offen” waren und nie. 
daran gezweifelt haben, dass ich 
wieder schnell Arbeit finden 
wúrde, hatte ich alle Hoffnung 
aufgegeben. Nicht sie, sondern 
ich, zweifelte am Anfang an der 
wirtschaftlichen Lage und den 
Zustánden und letztendlich auch 
an mir selbst. Das Schwerste war, 
einige Arbeiten (die iiberhaupt 
nicht zu meinen Vorstellungen 


passten) nicht zu akzeptieren. 
Diese Wahl war fast unertráglich, 
da ich oft keine anderen Angebote 
mehr hatte. Die Firmen selbst 
haben einen Druck auf mich 
ausgeübt. Mir wurde zum Beispiel 
gesagt, ich solle es mir gut 
überlegen, weil die Stelle eine 
Chance sei. Mit meiner 
Ausbildung würde man 
heutzutage mit acht bis neun 
Monaten Arbeitslosigkeit zählen 
müssen, 


Das schien mir lang. So unendlich 
lang wie die Zeit, die ich hatte und 
die nutzlos für mich war. Warum 
früh aufstehen? Zeitungen zu 
kaufen hatte nicht viel Sinn, da es 
fast keine Arbeitsannoncen mehr 
gab. Und auf einen Brief zu 
warten brachte auch nichts. Auf 
das Arbeitsamt zu gehen und noch 
deprimierter zurückzukommen 
schien mir keine gute Alternative. 
Energie, um etwas Konstruktives 
zu machen, blieb mir auch keine 
mehr nach all diesen Niederlagen. 
Doch diese Situation konnte nicht 
andauern. Sie war lähmend. Keine 
Projekte konnte ich aufbauen, 
keine Zukunftspläne schmieden. 
Das beste wäre gewesen, alles 
fallenzulassen und wegzufahren. 
Aber meine finanzielle Lage war 
nicht sehr sicher, und ich war mir 
auch bewusst, dass dies nur eine 
Flucht gewesen wäre. Ich fühlte 
mich müde und entmutigt. Zu 
müde, um etwas zu unternehmen, 
um sich mit Freunden zu treffen 


durch den brief 
eines freundes 
habe ich ein 
neues auge auf 
meine situation 
geworfen. 


oder mich in der Gesellschaft 
wohl zu fühlen. Mir wurden 
immer wieder dieselben 
unangenehmen Fragen gestellt: 
Und Du, was machst Du im 
Leben? Ich fand es immer 
beschämend zu antworten: Ich 
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suche Arbeit. Und dann noch so, 
als ob ich mich rechtfertigen 
müsste, erklären müsste, dass es 
nur vorübergehend sei. Die 
Konversation war oft damit 
beendet, denn niemand traute sich 
mehr nachzufragen. In unserer 
Gesellschaft könnte man fast 
schon behaupten, dass die Arbeit 
den Menschen macht. Sie 
definiert ihn, gibt Auskünfte über 
seinen Lebensstandard, über seine 
Person. Sie ist ein Stück seiner 
Identität. Ein/e Arbeitslose/r hat 
keine soziale Anerkennung, 
keinen “richtigen” Platz in dieser 
Gesellschaft, die nicht auf den 
Menschen, wie er ist, sondern auf 
das, was er macht, Wert legt. 


Diese Zeit, die mir nutzlos schien, 
hat dann aber eine andere Dimen- 
sion bekommen. Durch den Brief 
eines Freundes habe ich ein neues 
Auge auf meine Situation 
geworfen. Es war ermunternd zu 
hören, ich solle mir doch nichts 
aus dieser Situation machen. Zeit 
zum Arbeiten hätte ich bestimmt 
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The beginning of my story has, 
nowadays, become a “classical 
case.” After eight ycar’s employ- 
ment I was given notice because 
of “economic difficulties.” Mine 
is unfortunately not an unusual 
case, hundreds of people, daily, 
are told that they are 


noch viel in meinem Leben. Aber 
so eine “geschenkte” Zeit nicht 
mehr. Ich solle doch dieses 
Geschenk annehmen und daraus 
etwas machen. 

“Make a dream 

come true.” Zum 

ersten Mal habe ich 

mir Gedanken über 

diese Situation 

gemacht. War Arbeit 
wirklich das Wichtigste in 
meinem Leben, oder ging ich an 
dem Wichtigsten vorbei? Als ich 
darüber nachdachte, ging es mir 
schon besser. Plötzlich hatte sich 
eine Tür geöffnet, weit über die 
Realität, den Alltag hinaus. Man 
könnte es Hoffnung nennen. Von 
nun an fühlte ich mich “frei” von 
dem Druck, den mir das 
Arbeitsamt, die Gesellschaft, aber 
letztendlich ich mir selbst machte. 
Etwas aus meiner Zeit zu machen 
fiel mir auch spontan ein. Schon 
immer hatte ich mir gedacht, wie 
schön es wäre, wenn ich doch Zeit 
hätte zu beten. Nun war diese Zeit 
gekommen; ich hatte viel Zeit, 
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unemploment* 


sylvie marx, france 


to me were often very juridical 
and difficult to understand. I 
quickly realized that I had no 
chance of changing the decision 
and that it was better not to waste 
my energy in the past, but rather 
look forward to the future. 





no longer needed. 
Suddenly you are left 

all alone vis-a-vis the 
firm, the law, etc. My 
first thought was: 

Why me? Is there no 
other solution? In 

order to fight against my 
employer’s decision, I first had to 
find out about my rights. I was 
sent to one public office after 
another. The explanations given 


but, what kind of 

future is there for 

an unemployed 
person? 


But what kind of 
future is there 
for an unem- 
ployed person? 
First, I estimated 
my chances of 
quickly finding a 
new job as good. This unpleasant 
situation would only be temporary. 
I could use my “free time” to do 
things I had wanted to do for a 
long time, but never had the time 





man konnte es 
hoffnung nennen. 


auch viele Anliegen, und keine 
Ausrede war mehr möglich. Ich 
war entschlossen, Gott meine Zeit 
zu schenken. Er wusste bestimmt 
etwas damit 
anzufangen. 
Fleissig habe 
ich mir dann 
jeden Tag eine 
bestimmte Zeit 
für das Gebet 
eingeplant, und plötzlich ging die 
Zeit viel schneller vorbei. Einige 
Wochen später, Anfang Dezember, 
fand ich dann eine Arbeit, und ıch 
bin natürlich sehr froh darüber. 
Aber ich bereue ein wenig, nicht 
mehr soviel Zeit Gott schenken zu 
können... 


Zum Schluss würde ich gerne 
alle einladen, in ihre Gebete 
diejenigen aufzunehmen, die in 
der Situation der 
Arbeitslosigkeit leben und die 
sie schwer finden und vielleicht 
schon den Mut und die Hoffnung 
aufgegeben haben, damit auch für 
sie ein Licht mitten in diese 
Dunkelheit bricht. 
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to do. Upon my dismissal I also 
lost my social security rights. To 
reclaim them and become a 
“normal citizen” again, I had to 
register at the unemployment 
office. There I had to complete a 
form, and became a “number.” 1 
was asked if I wanted to enter into 
discussion with a counselor and if 
I was interested in retraining. Of 
course my answer was “YES.” 
Instead of just being a “number” I 
hoped for a personal contact and 
to meet with someone to whom I 
could explain my case. I returned 
to that office regularly, once a 
week, but I was only one of many. 
After a month, I asked about “my 
counselor,” the answer was 
depressing. I would have no 
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counselor and there would be no 
retraining because there was 
neither enough staff nor money! 
Where 1 hoped to find informa- 
tion, counseling and some hope, I 
found only overburdened and 
badly qualified officials. I felt all 
alone again. Then I started 
receiving replies to my job 
applications: many letters of 
refusal; but also some asking for a 
first interview. I was happy. 
Finally something concrete, a 
possibility to move forward, to 
again be in contact with the 
working world. However, most of 
the positions did not require my 
qualifications and the salaries 


| spent my days 
waiting for 
the mailman 
and telephone 
calls. 


were very low. People mostiy 
were chosen whose curriculum 
vitae included something specific: 
special knowledge, hobbies, 
languages...). Since there were so 
many unemployed, they had no 
difficulty filling vacancies with 
overqualified people. For ex- 
ample, in one job offer perfect 
knowledge of English was 
required. It later turned out that 
English was not even used in that 
specific post. There were many 
such disappointments: the job 
offer seemed very challenging, but 
turned out to be totally uninterest- 
ing. 


After the summer holidays there 
were still many job offers, but 
later, in October, the offers 
decreased to only about three per 
week. What to do if there were no 
more offers? In the beginning I 
was refused jobs because of lack of 
qualifications. Then I started 
adapting my applications to the 
job offers, e.g. perfect knowledge 
of Russian (although this was not 
at all the case), special computer 
skills.... Anything to keep up 
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hope. But even this did not bring 
positive results. 


again and again | was 


asked: 
what do you do for 
living? 


By then I was getting quite 
depressed. I spent my days 
waiting for the mailman and 
telephone calls. I had to be very 
patient. Some weeks nothing 
happened, others there were a few 
calls requesting an interview. 
This cycle of waiting, hoping and 
being disappointed can be quite 
depressing. Although I was 
surrounded by friends who 
encouraged me, I had lost all 
hope. The most difficult was to 
refuse job offers that did not agree 
with my ideas, 
even though I 
often had no 
other. I was also 
told that with my 
education I would 
have to wait for at 
least eight to nine 
months before 
finding a job. 
This seemed to be 
a very long time, 
a time that was completely useless 
to me. Why get up early in the 
morning? Why buy newspapers 
when there were hardly any job 
offers? Waiting for letters didn’t 
bring much either. To go to the 
unemployment office and come 
back even more depressed did not 
seem like a good alternative. I 
had no more energy to do 
anything concrete after all this 
defeat. This situation could not 
go on, it was paralyzing. The 
best thing would be just to go 
away, but my financial situation 
would not allow this. Anyway, I 
knew that it would only be an 
escape. I felt so tired and 
discouraged. Too tired to meet 
with friends, to feel good in 
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a 


was work really 
the most important 
thing in my life 


or 


was | passing by 
what was more 
important? 
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society. Again and again I was 
asked: What do you do fora 
living? I was always ashamed to 
answer: I’m looking for a job. 
And then having to justify this 
by explaining that it is only 
temporary. The discussion 
often ended there, nobody dared 
ask anything else. It seems that 
in our society work defines 
people, gives information as to 
their living standard, to their 
personality. It is part of their 
identity. An unemployed person 
has no social recognition, no real 
“place” in a society which does not 
value each person; only what he/ 
she does. 


Then this “useless” time changed 
dimension. A friend wrote to me 
that I shouldn't worry about my 
situation. I would still have a lot 
of time to work in my life, but not 
this: a “given” amount of time. 
Why not accept this gift and make 
something out of it? “Make a 
dream come true.” 
I started to 
consider the 
concept. Was work 
really the most 
important thing in 
my life or was I 
passing by what 
was more impor- 
tant? Suddenly a 
door opened; it 
could be called 
“hope.” I immediately thought of 
something that I could do. I 
always wanted to have more time 
to pray, now I decided to donate 
my time to God. He would know 
what to do with it. Suddenly time 
seemed to pass much faster and 
then, finally, I found a job. Of 
course, I was happy, but also a bit 
sad, not being able to give as much 
time to God anymore. 


Let’s pray for those who live ina 
situation of unemployment, 
finding it difficult and who, 
maybe, already have lost courage 
and hope so that they might see 
light in the darkness. 


* (A summary of the German original) 
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cases of violence 
(a testimony) 


pablo quispe uri, bolivia 





Unemployment and in- 
creased dismissals from 
work aggravate the prob- 
lems of street children. 
They are abandoned and 
become drug addicts, they 
form gangs and most of 
them use alcohol. In the 
eighties, the percentage of 
working children sank but 
now there are considerably 
more, and the situation will 
become worse still in the 
future if things remain as 
they are. 


During 1978-79 I moved to 
the town of La Paz with my 
family to continue my sec- 
ondary school studies. At 
the beginning all seemed 
quite fantastic. I saw it as the fulfillment of what I had 
always wanted, namely, to live in a city. But as time 
went on, I felt the pressure 
of town life. Since my Span- 


ish was not good enough, I y parents 
was criticized by my own did not have 
friends. They laughed at ajob 
me, they called me peasant, and it was 
Indian, etc. We lived in a therefore our 
shantytown, in one room, d tod 
where we were really on top uty O O 
of one another. This one ANY job just to 
room functioned as a survive in this 
pai as een etc. town where 
y parents did not have a 
job and it was therefore our only money 
counts. 


duty to do any job just to 
survive in this town where 
only money counts. I went with my father to work at the 
railway station and helped the arriving passengers with 
their luggage. Sometimes we could not carry it and had 
to pull it along for a few cents. We did this nearly the 
whole day long and part of the night. At the end of the 
day the small income was given to our father to admin- 
ister. At the train station we were badly treated by older 
men who also worked there. They swore at us, hindered 
us, and had us thrown out by the guard, etc. Despite all 
this, we continued this activity for some time. 


Pablo (second from left) with Latin American Network Committee 











After this period of time we needed more money to sur- 
vive, since the cost of living increased and we had to 
pay for our studies. So we went to the market to help the 
women with their shopping. We worked there as porters 
(with my younger and older brothers). We were obliged 
to carry much more than we were able to. Our work 
tools were a piece of cloth and a rope together with our 
own force. Many people treated us like animals and made 
us carry loads like beasts of burden without any consid- 
eration. On top of that they watched us with mistrust 
thinking we would steal their merchandize. The older 
porters made us leave the market and kicked us. Many 
times what we earned was not enough to eat, but we 
kept this job for a long time because, although my father 
was working his wages were not enough. For this rea- 
son, we continued with 
our duty: to work to sur- 
vive. We fought for life 
versus death without be- 
ing clearly aware of it, 


many people 
treated us like 
animals 


since we thought this was 
normal, that our destiny 
was to suffer. Now, I no 
longer think in this way. 


Later we realized we 


and made us carry 

loads like beasts of 

burden without any 
consideration. 


needed more money, so we looked for another job. We 
started to shine shoes. This job was easier for us but it 
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therefore we 
were exposed 


required many things. We had to get up at six 
a.m. to be in the street by seven a.m. shining the 
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considered us antisocial. Nobody was 
thinking of us, even the government was 


shoes of the pedestrians, i.e., the office workers. To illness, unaware of our existence. Therefore we 
At eight o’clock we had to be at the doors of the ignorance, were exposed to illness, ignorance, even 
big office buildings to do our job. Once our work even death. death. 





was finished we had another task: to go to our classes in 
the evening, where I fell asleep many times because I 
was so tired. When this happened our teacher did not 
understand and dealt out physical and psychological 
punishment, shouting insults like “stupid,” “lazy,” 
“Tout,” etc. 


We not only shone shoes but also cleaned apartments, 
took the rubbish out, sometimes worked in nightclubs, 
and did many more jobs besides. Sometimes nice people 
gave us used shoes, clothes, etc. During this daily activ- 
ity we sometimes did not eat at all. We had only bread 
with bananas or something similar. On top of this, people 
treated us as criminals, drug addicts, alcoholics. They 
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When I worked as a shoe-shine boy we 
talked to other boys doing the same work. 
They told us about their lives. One of 
them told us about the violence in his 
home. The problems between his parents 
were projected onto the children. He said 
he did not want to return home anymore. 
He’d rather stay anywhere, maybe even 
in the streets, unsheltered. No doubt, as 
time went by these kids would become 
attracted to the easy life or fall into de- 
linquency, since this is also a way to sur- 
vive. 


Many of us also provided the means to 
feed ourselves, to survive or become self- 
sufficient. 


This was one of the longest periods of 
time, It lasted until I was seventeen. Dur- 
ing the following year I had a job which 
somehow resembled advertising 
(“viñetas”) which was to print on wood, 


ll fight for the children 
who are suffering 
as | have suffered, 
for the people suffering 
the blows of the 
“empire of death.” 


cars, etc. This brought in a good income. 
Our working material consisted of card- 
board, oil paint, etc. which we could not 
avoid inhaling while working. All this 
for earning a few cents to help with the 
family economy. During this time there were quite a num- 
ber of coups d’etat. We did not understand this and con- 
tinued with our routine as if nothing had happened. We 
risked our lives to bring home some daily support. 


Now I’ve already been studying at the university for three 
years. First I want to thank God, and then my parents 
for their great sacrifice despite my faults. Finally, I would 
like to say that sacrifice is the value of everything we 
have. It is the only way to learn to appreciate ourselves. 
I am certainly going to have a profession, with the help 
of God, and I'll fight for the children who are suffering 
as I have suffered, for the people suffering the blows of 
the “Empire of Death.” 


E y SA AAA 
I now wish to give some information on other forms of 
currently existing violence. 


Violence against children is growing all the time. There 
are children working from four a.m. to ten p.m., most of 
them as announcers, for instance, for the bus service, 
peddlers of sweets and newspapers in the street, as well 
as the shoe-shine boys who work from early in the mom- 
ing, and those who wash cars, etc. The worst is that there 
are children who work from the age of four years up. In 
their daily life, there are many instances of violence in- 
cluding blackmail by the police. I have heard that chil- 
dren are obliged by the police to give them 50 percent of 
the money they earn for each day’s work, whether it is 
lawful or not, in exchange for protection. 


E rer ee E ESP a ne dn em emia DA eee ye A 
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Many girls, from twelve years on, get into prostitution 
and sell their bodies for some pesos in order to survive. 
The government does nothing about it. 


According to the United Nations Children’s Fund 
(UNICEF) and other organizations, it is well known 
that in Bolivian towns there are between 1,000 - 2,500 
street children. According to other studies there are 
280,000, i.e., nearly 10 percent of the child population. 
The number of working children is higher according to 
UNICEF, since the investigation only covered children 
between ten and nineteen years of age. It did not take 
into account the children in rural areas who work in 
agriculture, or the children under ten years of age in 
the urban centers. 


(Translated from Spanish) 


ta Bitch bl ta ee A A e N a e ee Re au en 
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golpeado por la violencia 


testimonio 
Pablo Quispe Uri, Bolivia 


La falta de empleo y el aumento de los despidos de los 
centros de trabajo, acrecienta la problemática de los niños 
de y en la calle; aquellos que son abandonados, que caen 
en la drogadicción, forman pandillas y en su mayoría 
son niños expuestos al alcohol. Por los años "80 habia 
un reducido porcentaje de niños trabajadores, pero ahora 
se registra más que considerable en estos últimos años y 
se empeorará la situación aún más en el futuro, de 
continuar la situación así. 


Cuando por los años 
1978-1979 emigré con 
mi familia a la ciudad de 
La Paz para continuar 
mis estudios secun- 
darios, en primera 
instancia fue deslum- 
brante, me sentí realiza- 
do al llegar a la cuidad, 
pero con el transcurrir 
de los días me sentí 
presionado por la vida 
citadina. No podía 
hablar bien el cas- 
tellano, recibía críticas 
de mis propios amigos, se reían, me trataban de 
campesino, indio, etc. Nos constituimos en un barrio 
marginal, en un solo cuarto donde vivíamos muy 
apretados. El cuarto servía de cocina, dormitorio, etc. 
Mis padres no tenían trabajo, por lo tanto era nuestra 
obligación ir a buscar un trabajo, sea cual fuere, para 


mis padres no tenían 
trabajo, 
por lo tanto era 
nuestra obligación ir 
a buscar un trabajo, 
sea cual fuere, para 
sobrevivir en esta 
ciudad donde el 
dinero determina al 
hombre. 


sobrevivir en esta ciudad donde el dinero determina al 
hombre. Es así que junto a mi padre tuvimos que ir a 
trabajar a la estación de trenes, donde ayudábamos a los 
pasajeros que salían de y llegaban a la cuidad a llevar 
sus valijas. Muchas veces no podíamos levantar el pesado 
equipaje y lo arrastrábamos por ganar unos centavos. 
Hacíamos esto casi todo el día y parte de la noche. Al 
final del día entregábamos nuestras pequeñas ganancias 
a nuestro padre para que las administrara. En esa 
estación recibíamos malos tratos de parte de los hombres 
mayores que también ayudaban; nos botaban de ese 
centro, se atajaban, nos hacían sacar con la guardia, etc. 
A pesar de todo, estuvimos un buen tiempo en esa 
actividad. 


Después de este ciclo, las necesidades para sobrevivir se 
hacían más intensas, pues se encarecía el costo de vida. 
Necesitábamos solventar nuestros estudios, razón por la 
cual nos dedicamos a ir al mercado a ayudar a la señoras 
que iban a comprar. Más propiamente, éramos cargadores 
con mi hermano menor y también el mayor. En este 
trabajo debíamos cargar muchas veces más de lo que 
permitía nuestra capacidad. Nuestros instrumentos de 
trabajo eran un mantel y una soga y nuestra fuerza física. 
Mucha gente en este ramo de trabajo nos consideraba 
como animales y nos hacían cargar como a bestias, sin 
ninguna consideración. Además nos miraban con recelo, 
pensando que nos podíamos robar sus compras. Por otro 
lado, los cargadores mayores se atajaban del mercado, 
nos botaban, etc. En este traginar muchas veces lo que 
ganábamos no alcanzaba ni para comer. Pero 
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continuamos en este trabajo mucho 
tiempo, pues a pesar de que mi padre 
ya tenía empleo, no era suficiente lo 
que ganaba. Por esa razón seguimos 
con nuestro cometido que era trabajar 
para sobrevivir. Estábamos luchando 
por la vida, contra la muerte, sin tener 
conciencia clara, pues pensábamos que 
esto era normal, que estábamos 
destinados para sufrir en la vida. Pero 
ahora creo que esto no es así. 


Después de pasar esas dos etapas la necesidad se hacía 
cada vez más intensa para nosotros. Entonces buscamos 
otra forma de captar ingresos. Es así que nos dedicamos 
a trabajar de lustrabotas. Era una actividad más liviana 
para nosotros, pero esto implicaba muchas cosas, como 
levantarse a las 6:00 de la mañana para estar ya en la 
calle a las 7:00 a.m. limpiando los zapatos de los 
transeúntes y oficinistas, etc. Además debíamos estar 
a las 8:00 a.m. en las puertas de la grandes oficinas y 
edificios para cumplir con nuestra actividad. Una vez 
cumplido nuestro trabajo durante el día, nos 
replegábamos a nuestras casas para cumplir con la otra 
tarea u obligación que era asistir a nuestras clases por 
las noches. Muchas veces me dormía o dormitaba por 
el cansancio. Cuando esto ocurría, el profesor no nos 
comprendía, nos acestaba golpes físicos y psicológicos 
con sus gritos y palabras descalificadoras comos ser 
“sonsos”, “burros”, “flojos”, “vagos”, etc. 
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estábamos luchando 
por la vida, 
contra la muerte, 

sin tener conciencia 
clara, pues pensábamos 

que esto era normal, 

que estábamos 
destinados para sufrir en 
la vida. 








Aparte de lustrar zapatos, 
lustrábamos pisos, recogíamos la 
basura de los edificios, hasta de los 
clubes nocturnos algunas veces, y 
hacíamos muchos trabajos más, 
tantos que sería largo 
ennumerarlos. Algunas veces las 
personas buenas nos regalaban 
zapatos a medio uso o ropa. Una 
vez nos regalaron un colchón de 
algodón que para nosotros estaba 
nuevo. En este traginar diario 
muchas veces nos quedábamos sin comer. El alimento 
era sólo pan con plátano u otro similar. Con todo esto 
aún más la gente nos miraba como a delincuentes, 
drogaditos, alcohólicos. Nos trataban de lo peor, nos 
consideraban como antisociales. Nadie se acordaba de 
nosotros, menos aún el 
estado, que nos ignoraba; no 
existimos para ellos, razón 
por la cual estábamos 
expuestos a la enfermedad, 
a la ignorancia, inclusive a 
la misma muerte. 


estábamos 
expuestos a la 
enfermedad, a la 
ignorancia, 
inclusive a la 


misma muerte. 
En este diario vivir con 
nuestros compañeros lustras 
nos contábamos nuestras vivencias, y uno de ellos 
contaba la violencia con la cual se le trataba en su propia 
casa, los problemas entre sus padres que eran 
proyectados hacia los niños. El decía que ya no quería 


x = 2 os . ns ee 
hed tido tap Be ee en 


volver a su casa para no ver y prefería quedarse en 
cualquier lugar o en la calle, a la intemperie. 
Seguramente, con el pasar del tiempo estos niños son 
ganados por la vida fácil, dedicándose a la delincuencia, 
que también es un medio para 
sobrevivir. 


Muchos de nosotros aportamos hasta 
ahora recursos para la alimentación, 
para sobrevivir, o sea que nos 
autosustentamos. 


Este fue uno de los ciclos más largos, 
que duró por lo menos hasta mis 17 
años. En el año siguiente me dediqué 
a algo parecido a la publicidad, “viñetas” que servían 


para estampar en poleras, maderas, autos, etc. Esta 


actividad proporcionaba muy buenos ingresos. Esto 





requería dedicación en el calado de las figuras. Nuestro 
material de trabajo era cartulina, figuras, pintura al 
aceite, que inhalábamos inevitablemente en el proceso 
del trabajo; todo por llevar algunos centavos para 
ayudar en le economía de nuestra familia. En esta epoca 
estuvieron de moda en nuestro país los golpes de Estado. 
Nosotros no entendíamos que era aquello y seguíamos 
en nuestra rutina como si no occuriera absolutamente 
nada. Arriesgábamos nuestras vidas para traer el 
sustento diario. 


REA 


estaré luchando al 
lado de los niños que 
sufren como yo he 
sufrido, al lado de este 
pueblo que está 
sufriendo las 
imposiciones del 
imperio de la muerte, 


SEEKERS AAA 


Pasaron los años. Ahora estoy estudiando en la 
Universidad, cursando ya el tercer año. Primeramente 
agradezco a Dios y luego a mis padres por el sacrificio 
grande que hicieron por mí a pesar de mis tropiezos. 
Finalmente quiero decir que en el 
sacrificio está el valor de todas las 
cosas que tenemos. A través del 
sacrificio aprendemos a valorarnos a 
nosotros mismos. Seguro que algún 
día seré un profesional con la ayuda 
de Dios y con esa ayuda estaré 
luchando al lado de los niños que 
sufren como yo he sufrido, al lado de 
este pueblo que está sufriendo las 
imposiciones del imperio de la 
muerte. 


Quiero proporcionar algunos datos sobre otras formas 
de violencia que actualmente se viven. 


u. 


La violencia contra los niños es cada día más 
dura, hay niños y niñas que trabajan desde 
las 4:00 de la mañana hasta 10:00 de la 
noche. Sobre todo los voceadores 
(anunciadores del trayecto del bus), 
vendedores callejeros de dulces, periódicos, 
etc. También los lustrabotas que trabajan 
desde tempranas horas de la mañana, los que 
limpian autos, etc. Lo más duro es que 
trabajan niños desde los cuatro años de edad. 
En su diario vivir son objeto de innumerables 
métodos de violencia que incluyen el chantaje 
del propio cuerpo de policía. Varios informes 
recogidos dan cuenta que muchos de los 
menores son obligados por los agentes 
policiales a entregarles cada día el 50% de 
las ganancias que obtienen por sus 
actividades, sean éstas lícitas o no, a cambio 
de la protección que se les da. 


Muchas de las niñas menores de edad, de 12 
años en adelante, son arrastradas a la 
prostitución, vendiendo su cuerpo por algunos 
pesos que ayuden a su sobrevivencia. El 
estado permanece ausente de estos 
= problemas. 


Según UNICEF y otros organismos, se sabe que en las 
calles de las cuidades de Bolivia viven entre 1.000 y 
2.500 niños y algunos estudios mencionan que suman 
unos 280.000 los niños trabajadores, es decir casi el 
10% de la población infantil. Para UNICEF el número 
de niños trabajadores es mayor, pues los investigadores 
sólo tomaron los niños de 10 a 19 años de edad. 
Tampoco está tomada en cuenta la población infantil 
rural que ayuda en las tareas del campo y niños menores 
de 10 años en los centros urbanos. 
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aids (acquired immune deficiency syndrome) 


mary caesar, south africa 


“Jesus, take the veil from 
our eyes that we may pon- 
der the beauty of your ide- 
als. Grant us your power to 
the end so that we may be 
faithful partakers of the joys 
and sufferings of your king- 
dom.” - by Tito de Acencar 


I live in Cape Town, South 
Africa. Many of you may 
have heard or read about 
South Africa with regard to 
its infamous racial policies. For years, the majority of 
South Africans have been discriminated against, dehu- 
manized and oppressed — institutionalized racism 
(apartheid). 





Mary 


On 27-28 April 1994 we will be having our first demo- 
cratic elections where all South Africans of eighteen 
years and older will be eligible to vote, irrespective of 
the color of their skin. For many people, especially many 
young people, the April elections and future Govern- 
ment of National Unity (GNU) is a source of hope for a 
better future. 


Why do these young people hope for a better future? 
What are the struggles that they have to deal with in 
South Africa? 


Many young people live in situations of violence, both 
of a domestic and a sociopolitical nature. Every day cer- 
tain communities witness the slaughtering of loved ones, 
neighbors, or people whom they know only in passing. 
To some communities, tanks and armed soldiers have 
become an integral part of their daily lives. This causes 
major breakdown of relationships and destruction of tra- 
ditional family structures. 


Many young people also face unemployment. Thousands 
of young South Africans finish their schooling and find 
themselves walking the streets. Apart from being finan- 
cially dependent on an already overburdened family, they 
also experience feelings of uselessness and lack of self- 
worth, 


These are just some of the challenges, fears and con- 
cerns of the majority of young people in South Africa. 
However, a more devastating threat facing these same 
young people, is that of HIV/AIDS. In a recent article 
(From the “Challenge: Church and People” No. 19, Dec. 
1993/Jan. 1994, publication of the Institute for Contex- 
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tual Theology, South Africa), Chris Matubatuba examines 
some of the reasons why youth constitutes the sector of the 
population most vulnerable to HIV infection. 


Some of the reasons are: 


Y young people never die 
Death is associated with old age. The idea that they might 
contract the HIV virus is foreign to many young people. 


Y lack of knowledge 

Despite the many information pamphlets, magazine ar- 
ticles, television programs, there are still young people 
who do not know what HIV is and how it is spread. 


“shifting of responsibility 

This is particularly evident when it comes to education 
in sexuality, The social institutions (parents/family, 
schools, church and government) too often don’t want 
to accept their responsibility toward young people. 


“the political climate 

As mentioned above, mass action, violence in the town- 
ships and many other factors often put young people out 
of school. 


Apart from the above sociopolitical conditions, they also 
experience the normal fears, insecurities and experimen- 
tation associated with growing up. 


The number of young people contracting HIV is increas- 
ing rapidly. “The level of infection amongst pregnant 
teen-agers in South Africa is 2.4 percent, rising to 3.54 
percent in the twenty to twenty-four-year age group and 
declining in the older age groups.” (From the Third Na- 
tional HIV Survey on Women Attending Antenatal Clin- 
ics, South Africa, October/November 1992). In a sce- 
nario like this how do we as co-creators with God re- 
move “the veil from our eyes that we may ponder the 
beauty of Jesus’ ideals?” 


I asked myself this question many times. And, I think 
that some of those “ideals” would be peace, dignity, equal- 
ity and justice. That we should value life and the quality 
of that life and in doing that, not infringe on any part of 
that life. How do we do this? How do we unveil our eyes 
and start living up to those ideals? 


There are various ways of doing that, and in many in- 
stances people have already begun the process. We must 


Participants HIV/AIDS workshop, Namibia 1993 


acknowledge our Creator and ourselves as created in the 
image of God - beautiful, wonderful, valuable human 
beings. And this has been concretized, I believe, in the 
following ways: 


Y In many strife-torn areas, counseling centers have 
been set up in order to assist people in dealing with the 
trauma of violence and loss. 


Y On a national level, the liberation movement is com- 
mitted to addressing the evils of the past and will spe- 
cifically focus on the problem of unemployment, pri- 
mary health care, etc. 


Y As regards the HIV/AIDS concems in South Africa, 
the National AIDS Committee of South Africa 
(NACOSA) has been established. This national coordi- 
nating body has brought together the labor movement, 
civic organizations, nongovernmental organizations, 
government bodies, the church, and people with AIDS. 
The strength of this body is the regional structures where 
local communities can give direct input on need assess- 
ment, strategies and directing of funds. 
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Some of the tasks of the NACOSA include the set- 
ting up of an infrastructure and to provide the re- 
sources for that purpose. Other activities involve the 
acquisition and distribution of condoms; dissemina- 
tion of information; mobilization of human resources 
and the involvement of opinion leaders / policymakers 
within South Africa in the fight against HIV/AIDS. 
The formulation of the National AIDS Strategy is in 
its final stages. 


There rests a tremendous task before us and the in- 
volvement of these very same young people is cru- 
cial. We will begin to see only small victories, for 
example, the account I read about a twenty-six-year- 
old Catholic man who was tested HIV+ and soon be- 
gan to suffer from AIDS-related illnesses. His 
struggle, like so many others, included feelings of 
rejection, fear and of losing his job. He, however, be- 
came actively involved in his own healing process by 
becoming a “buddy,” AIDS educator and counselor. 


In all these practical efforts, and there are many more, 
I believe, we will bring about peace, dignity, equality 
and justice. We will begin to remove the veil from 
our eyes and see the beauty of God’s ideals. This will 
enable us and others to be faithful partakers of the 
joys and sufferings of God’s kingdom. 


time to act 
bassey essien, nigeria 


There is a time for everything 

A season for every activity under the sun, 

Time when AIDS, like ogre invaded our land 
And a time when the challenge was shared 
And yet another time for a community commit- 
ment 

Time - Time - Time - Oh! 

What a time. 


There is a time for everything 

Time for denial, complacency and ignorance, 
Time when a scourge devastates the land 

Oh, what a time we have here again 

Let’s awake and face the realities of time 

And serve our people, from the clutches of AIDS. 


There is a time for everything 

And a Season for every activity under the Sun 
Time when education on AIDS should permeate 
our land 

And the shadows of ignorance dispersed when 
all means of prevention are availed 

In every land and race, its time to act. 
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conference of the lutheran student 
movement in canada (Ismc) 


ize druvina, latvia 


Thanks to God, and the Lutheran 
World Federation I had an oppor- 
tunity to be a guest at the 
Lutheran Student Movement in 
Canada (LSMC) National Con- 
ference at the Kinasao Lutheran 
Bible Camp in Christopher Lake, 
Saskatchewan. The conference 
took place 29 August - 3 Septem- 
ber 1993. 


I spent two great weeks in 
Canada. Before the conference, 
I stayed with Pastor Jim 
Halmarson and his family in 
Saskatoon. I am grateful to them 
for their hospitality. 


It was the first time that I par- 
ticipated in a conference. I was a 
little anxious about how the at- 
mosphere would be there. I sus- 
pected that it would be formal. 
Actually, it was very friendly and 
warm. I am still surprised by how 
it was possible for me to be at the 
other end of the world, among 
people whom I didn’t know be- 
fore, and still feel at home! I have 
to draw the conclusion that 
Christian people are brothers and 
sisters everywhere. When we are 
in Christ the walls between us are 
destroyed. 


It was a fantastic feeling to hear 
a few songs that I already knew 
or the melodies of which were 
familiar to me. We sat around the campfires at night 
and sang songs and then I remembered such nights at 
home. I could see the same qualities in people, but also 
the difference between people in Canada and in my 
country. It was easy to adapt because people encour- 
aged me and they gladly explained those words and ex- 
pressions that I didn’t understand. (There are many new 
English words in my vocabulary now). People in my 
country usually say bad things to each other and keep 
good things to themselves. Life is sometimes very hard 
but even so we should help each other to feel better by 
saying a good word. 
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Ize (right) with the speaker of the 
conference Mary Schramm 


The theme of the conference was: 
“God's Gifts for God's People.” 
The speaker, Mary Schramm, told 
us that we had to help others to dis- 
cover and use their own gifts. Since 
retuming home I have helped sev- 
eral people to realize their gifts (and 
to discover that they have gifts). It 
is a subject we don’t think much 
about, but we should because real- 
izing that we have gifts helps us and 
also the people around us. The ses- 
sions of the conference helped me 
to understand my own gifts and to 
perceive that I was a gift to other 
people and other people were gifts 
tome. There is a saying from Mary 
Schramm’s session which is impor- 
tant to me: “You are not called to 
be successful but to be faithful.” It 
helps to remember this when ev- 
erything goes upside down. Then 
we can only trust in God that He 
will solve the problem in the best 
way. We are weak but God works 
through us, making His Kingdom. 


A very special thing for me were 
the services held during the con- 
ference. Every evening there was 
Communion. It was the first time 
in my life that I saw people give 
each other the Communion bread 
and wine. In Latvia, pastors or 
their assistants do it. A great ex- 
perience was the sharing of peace. 
At the conference it meant that 
one had to give a hug to every- 
body. We don’t share peace in Latvian Lutheran church 
services. 





It was a great gift of God that I could go to Canada, take 
part in the LSMC conference and get acquainted with 
many excellent people. The people whom I met were 
the most important part of my visit. I hope that Cana- 
dian people now better understand people who live in 
eastern Europe. I saw what life in Canada is like and 
what kind of problems there are. It is great that people 
from various cultures can meet. Every meeting brings 
more understanding and trust. 
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letter to church leaders 


Iwf younger women leadership 
training program 

cháteau de bossey switzerland 
15 june 1994 


statement of concern 


Dear Participants of the Church Leaders Con- 
ference: 


We, the undersigned, participants of the Lutheran 
World Federation Younger Women Leadership 
Training Program, greet you, the participants of 
the Church Leaders Conference, and send our grati- 
tude for this three-year program, launched by ¿he 
LWF Department for Mission and Development. 


The LWF and its member churches have made a 
clear commitment to the equal participation of 
women and men in leadership responsibilities. In- 
deed this program affirms this policy. 


We gathered in Bossey in an atmosphere of mutual 
sharing and encouragement. While we worked to- 





gether, we realized that for several of our sisters, 
the full participation of women and men in their 
churches is only a dream, a distant reality. 


We are disappointed and concerned about this situ- 
ation and we stand in strong solidarity with all 
women and men who seek full participation in the 
church. We especially appeal to those churches 
which still do not ordain women. 


We affirm the Lutheran World Federation for its 
policy supporting inclusive communities of women 
and men. We ask that you continue to address this 
issue until all our churches realize their need for 
the full participation of all of God's people. 


We commit ourselves to the on-going process of lead- 
ership development in order to better serve our 
church, society and world. We invite you to stand 
with us in our effort to change unjust Structures 
within church and Society. 


Your Sisters in Christ, 
(35 signatures). 


35 


EREREDEAAEARARAAASAAAAEAAEASAAAAIAIAAAARAAIAAEAAAAAEAARAE 


eS fee Fe See es SE 


the new youth interns 


With our arrival in Geneva coinciding with 
the coldest part of the year, as the new 
Youth Interns we gratefully found our 
welcome to the LWF to be warm and 
hospitable. After a short and intensive 
orientation to the organization, we are well 
on our way to, hopefully, making valid 
contributions to the work of the LWF. In the 
month and a half since our arrival, we have 
had the opportunity to meet many people. 
We hope what follows will give others a 
chance to get to know us a bit better! 


let us first introduce ourselves 


My name is Girts Püle and I am a journalist from Riga, 
Latvia. Before coming to the LWF as a youth intern, I 
worked for the Latvian State Radio as a news program 
presenter and producer, while studying journalism at the 
- Latvian State University. In my spare time I worked at the 
Young Men's Christian Association and was a member of 
the national board for two years. Previous to my radio 
program, I worked for three years for the Evangelical 
Lutheran Church of Latvia newspaper, in Riga. 


I began to work because I wanted to try and use the knowl- 
edge that I had acquired at university, in practice. It is 
difficult to say exactly why I chose the church newspaper. 
I think it was because it was the new thing after the Soviet 
occupation, and it was interesting to build up the old news- 
paper and the communication within the church. We were 
a small team and that meant that we did everything - from 
writing articles to selling the actual newspaper. Working 
in this way I learnt more about journalism than I did at 
university. This was emphasized by all the changes in our 
curriculum for which our teachers were not ready. It was 
funny, I knew more about computer layout and formatting 
than they did. 


Later I began to work at the radio station and it was inter- 
esting too. Of course itis very difficult to compare work- 
ing for a radio statjon and working for a newspaper. At the 
radio I learnt about news writing and how to use my voice 
in the right way, how to pronounce each word clearly, 
which was difficult to begin with. Of course the BBC 
World Service Training Courses which I took part in last 
summer in London, were very helpful. It was very excit- 
ing to work in the intemational environment that the BBC 
provided, which I also have found here. 


These days you will find me in the Office for Communica- 
tion Services where I do the layout and formatting for the 
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LWF Today in different languages. For example, I worked 
on this Youth Magazine. My newest task will be to obtain 
data from, and work with, the minority churches in Eu- 
rope for the LWI. 


My name is Camilla Madsen and apart from being yet 
another Dane, I work at the Youth Desk. In 1993, I ob- 
tained a Master of Science degree in Agricultural Geogra- 
phy from the University of Copenhagen. What does an 
agricultural geographer do??? Thought you would never 
ask. They try to analyze different farming systems and 
practices in the world’s varying environments. For me 
this meant a specialization in the dry tropics, water being 
the limiting factor for a successful harvest and reliable yield. 


Realizing not all knowledge comes from books, I went to 
Ghana for four months in 1990 to study an intensive farm- 
ing system called Compound Farming. The success of my 
Stay was only possible due to the goodwill of the village 
chief (several bottles of gin were involved...) and an un- 
usually hospitable family who took the time to patiently 
explain all the intricate details of the daily life and how to 
farm. After the first initial shock of realizing how much 
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there is to know about farming, and having to learn it all 
from scratch, it became a unique experience that I will not 
forget easily. 





Girts 


Full of enthusiasm from Ghana I went to Egypt in 1992 
for my Master’s thesis. I spent four months in Upper Egypt 
(Aswan) struggling with ministry officials, security po- 
lice, university professors, and lots of “bashis” (local 
tribe).... This definitely was not Ghana but several ex- 
hausting months later I got what I wanted and returned 
home happy that I had won the battle... Special experi- 
ences stand out such as the hospitality of the Nubian 
people who invited me to their weddings and with whom 
I celebrated the end of the Ramadan. Or the many Egyp- 
tians who provided me with many laughs over a game 
of backgammon and cups of very sweet tea. Nobody 
can tell me that being an agricultural geographer is bor- 
ing.... 


When I finally graduated after five and a half years of 
studies I decided to try my luck abroad. So, upon gradu- 
ation I worked for MERLIN (Medical Emergency Re- 
lief International) in London, analyzing background in- 
formation for exploratory missions to Af ghanistan, Iraq, 
and Myanmar (Burma)/Thailand. Though short in du- 
ration, it was during my time with MERLIN that I found 
my true vocation: relief aid. Upon completion of my 
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time in London, I worked for six months as a volunteer 
for the Danish Refugee Council in their Copenhagen 


- Documentation Center on a bibliography concerning the 


repatriation of refugees. 


Here at the LWF headquarters, I am working for the Youth 
Desk on the Younger Women’s Leadership Training Pro- 
gram 1994-97, a program aimed at highlighting and pro- 
moting younger women in leadership positions. The ini- 
tial event of this ambitious three-year program will be a 
week-long seminar at the Ecumenical Center in Bossey, 
Geneva. Fifty women were selected out of over 170 glo- 
bal participants in this important program. 


enjoying geneva 


When we are not in our respective offices you might 
find us in the small cafés in the Old Town, carrying out 
a desperate battle to make a waitress understand that we 
would like “deux sandwiches, un avec jambon et un avec 
fromage...non, non”...not a cheese and ham sandwich, 
but one of each. “Zut alors!” She got it wrong again! 
Do all interns have this initial problem?? Or you will 
see us trying to cross one of the streets occupied by mad 
Swiss drivers who will only be too happy to shorten our 
life span by approximately fifty years!! Where could 
they all be going in such a hurry?? 1 understand the 
sales are in January! Would it be prejudiced to insinu- 
ate that the otherwise law abiding Swiss somehow for- 
got the driving code?? Well, it should be possible to 
forgive them if not for any other reason than that they do 
make wonderful pastries. 


why we came to geneva? 


Well, we didn't come here because of the pastries. Both 
of us had other more serious motives. Girts hopes to 
gain valuable experience within the field of international 
journalism, different than previous exposure has pro- 
vided but also to acquire knowledge of communication 
within and between the member churches. When he 
goes back he would like to finish his studies in journal- 
ism and get involved with human rights issues, which is 
important for Latvia right now. 


As for me, the internship in Geneva has given me a 
nine-month learning experience within the framework 
of this highly structured international organization. The 
opportunity to be a part of, and to contribute to, the on- 
going work of the LWF should be a positive step in ful- 
filling my desire to make a commitment to a career in 
relief work. 


It has been a great start for both of us and as we have 
many more months to go we are looking forward to the 
many challenges (on and off the roads) that will come 
with our work for the LWE. 
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news in brief 


canada (Iwi) 


Toronto, Jan. 27 — “Our differences are few, what we 
share—our Bible, one baptism and God’s grace—bind 
us together as brothers and sisters in Christ,” said Mugi 
Amu, a student from Papua New Guinea studying in the 
US. Amu participated in the national gathering of the 
Lutheran Student Movement-USA held here Dec. 29- 
Jan. 2 under the theme “Think Grace: A User Friendly 
Experience of the Lutheran Tradition in Today’s World.” 


Lutheran Student Movement (LSM) is an independent 
pan-Lutheran student organization involving students 
from the Evangelical Lutheran Church in America, 
Lutheran Church-Missouri Synod and Wisconsin Evan- 
gelical Lutheran Synod. International students study- 
ing in the US and active in Lutheran campus ministry 
were invited to the gathering. Twenty-four international 
students representing 13 different countries brought the 
total participation in the gathering to more than 340. 


Students from countries including China, Liberia and 
Papua New Guinea shared with North Americans the 
similarities and differences in their Lutheran traditions 
and tried to break down cultural stereotypes. Armuruna 
Windibiziri, from Nigeria, said many people still think 
Africans are “primitive.” “When I say “tribe” to some 
people they ask me about spears, head-hunting and liv- 
ing in trees. It is frustrating.” 


In its plenary work the LSM took a stand against acts 
which deny civil rights to any person based on sexual 
orientation, adopted strategies designed to address pov- 
erty in both urban and rural areas and voiced its con- 
cern about the declining financial support of Lutheran 
campus ministries. Joe Lock, a student at the Univer- 
sity of Colorado, was elected LSM president for 1994. 


japan (wi) 


Kobe, Jan. 13 — A young Christian singer from Swe- 
den packed concert halls throughout Japan on a tour in 
late 1993. Lena Maria Johansson, 25, sang gospel mu- 
sic to audiences totaling more than 40,000 at 26 venues 
during the Oct. 15 - Dec. 12 tour. Johansson, a music 
graduate, sang mainly in English. 


The tour was Johansson’s second of Japan and was or- 
ganized in response to the success of her previous tour, 
which was conducted in 1992 as part of the 30th anni- 
versary celebrations of the Kinki Evangelical Lutheran 
Church (KELC). Two books about the singer have been 
published in Japanese and two compact discs featuring 
her singing have been released in Japan. 


The chairperson of the preparatory committee, Alf 
Idland, attributed the tour’s success to a combination of 
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Johansson’s musical talent, her personality, and the way 
in which she daily overcomes her physical disability— 
she was born with no arms and with a stunted left leg. 
Most of her repertoire is original, the lyrics and music 
written by herself and her pianist, Anders Wihk. 


The tour was sponsored by Word of Life Press Minis- 
tries, the publishing house representing Japan’s evan- 
gelical churches, and AVACO, an agency related to the 
national council of churches. Idland, a KELC pastor 
and former staff member of the Lutheran World Federa- 
tion, said it was the first time such cooperation had taken 
place in Japan. 


Johansson, a member of the Swedish Covenant Church, 
became known through a television program about her 
when she was a swimmer in the Paralympic games 
(Olympic games for disabled people) in 1988. The Swed- 
ish program received a “tremendous response” when it 
was shown in 1991 on Japan’s Asahi television chan- 
nel, Idland said. On December 23, a national holiday in 
Japan—the birthday of the present emperor—Asahi’s 
NewsStation screened a special program about 
Johansson, which Idland estimated was probably viewed 
by some 25 million viewers. 


romania (eps) 


Sibiu — The Consistory of the Evangelical Lutheran 
Church in Romania will recommend to its church as- 
sembly that the church ordain women as pastors, with 
the same nights and duties as their male colleagues, the 
German press service Ostkirchliche Information reports. 
This would allow the first female theology students, who 
began their studies in 1989, to take their final exams. 
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a pen pals S 


I am looking forward to a pen pal from Switzer- E 
land or any other European country. I am a boy, ; 
twenty years of age. I have completed secondary & 
school and am now a student. My hobbies are: E 
traveling, hot discussion on biblical issues, play- = 
ing football and reading novels. I reply to letters 
in English. My name and address are: 


D A R 


Moges Tafesse 
P.O. Box 2573, 
Lazarist School 
Addis Ababa, Ethiopia 
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events 


SRRER ESHER VETER EF RHT EHS SERS H SES FESS AAA AAA 


upcoming / corning up / upcoming / coming up / upcoming / coming up 


july 


17-24 Okumenische Woche in Rostock, Thema: “Versöhnung - Wieder ins Gespräch kommen”. Seit 
Jahrzehnten treffen sich hier junge Christen aus Europa, um eine Woche miteinander zu leben und 
ein Thema zu bewegen. Du solltest mindestens 18 Jahre alt und nicht älter als 35 Jahre sein. Wenn 
Du Lust hast, neue Erfahrungen mit Dir, mit anderen Menschen und auch mit Deinem Glauben zu 
machen, dann melde Dich bei uns an. Wir wollen miteinander reden, streiten, diskutieren, lachen, 
singen, tanzen, traurig sein, meditieren, beten, speilen, malen und was uns sonst noch einfallt.. 


20-24 Evangelical Lutheran Church in America (ELCA) National Youth Gathering in Atlanta, Georgia. 
The Gathering is not only a significant event in the life of the ELCA and in its mission outreach 
among senior high young people, but it is also the largest event of teenage young people with 34,000 
Lutheran youth and youth counselors. Theme: “To be Alive!”, based on Ephesians 1-6. 


august 


18-21 Canadian Lutheran Youth Gathering in Winnipeg, Manitoba. Theme: “Bridges: Cross with Me”. 
Keynote presenter is Louise Rose, an exceptional musician from Victoria, B.C. who writes, com- 
poses, sings and plays. Participants will see the theme develop out of chaos and darkness. Creation 
is the starting point. Stepping onto a bridge is a bit like being in the wilderness and “Am I all 
alone?” will echo through the crowd. Joining with others creates a crowd. Where was the crowd at 
Jesus’ dying and rising? What is death? What is life? What in the world do we do now? Re- 
creation happens every day. Where am I? How can I live out my faith? God is really with us! But 
do we recognize God? 





letters to editor 


Dear Friends in Christ: 

Your most recent issue of Youth magazine surpasses them all! Congratulations. As a mid-50 adult on our church's 
synodical Parish Life Committee, your vision of youth in the church is helpful and useful to us. 

Keep up the good work! 


Sincerely, 
Clement Mehlman, Nova Scotia, Canada 


I would like to thank you for your Youth magazine which I receive. It has helped me a lot, especially concerning 
youth issues in worldwide matters. | 


Fasil Gatahun, Addis Ababa, Ethiopia 
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LWF Youth in Church and Society 


P.O. Box 2100 
CH-211 GENEVA 2, Switzerland 
Tel.: +41 22/ 791 61 11 
Fax.: +41 22/ 791 64 01 
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Also available from the 
Department for Mission and Development 
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Educator: A periodical tbat explores in depth 


current topics of Christian Education 
Jor LWF EDUCATORS. 










Depa rtment for 


& 
Mission and Development tats ate ae, A 


ARPA a 










4 
, 


A publication with articles, news and interviews on 
y outh concerns about social, political and religious issues. 
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Interested? Lutheran World Federation 


Contact! Department for Mission and Development 


150, route de Ferney 
P.O. Box 2100 
1211 Geneva 2 Switzerland 


